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CHAPTER I 

^^T WANT one minion fruci!** 

^ H(»uieur the Count Baonl I>*E»te »- 
read tlie sentence in the letter whidt he had re- 
ceived thftt morning for peihaps the twentieth 
time, then threv the conunimicfttion tipon the table 
with an exclamation of anger. 

He vas fitting in the handtomdy appointed 
dining-room of bis hou§e in the Avenue Victor 
Hngo. Before him his breakfast, with its tempt> 
ing omelet, its luscious strawberries, lay untasted. 
He polished his glasses, fuming and fussing, then 
again picked up the letter and examined it with 
Tcnewed ear*. It was written on a coarse sheet 
of p^wr without mark of ideDtifieation of any 
sort. The contents were typewritten, and the 
signature, Victor Girard, as wdL Whoever had 
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sent him this letter, was eridently not at all de- 
sirous of discloBiiig his identity or whereabouts. 

Yet the name, Victor Girard, was one that was 
quite well known to the Count, for he had received 
a letter of the same sort signed in the same way, 
almost every day for the past four weeks. In all 
of these letters the writer had informed him, with 
the utmost politeness, and yet in most unmis- 
takable terms, of his desire for one million francs. 
Why he wanted this sum he did not explain; he 
merely stated the fact as though it admitted of 
no discussion. The earlier letters had only an- 
nounced the writer's desire for the money. Tht 
later ones informed him that the said Girard 
would within a short time indicate the method by 
which the sum was to be paid over to him. If the 
thing was a blackmailing scheme, there were no 
evidences of it in the letters, and so far the writer 
had made no Uireats which would justify the 
Count In taking drastic action. All he had done 
was to ask for the money, in a manner firm but 
polite. 

For a time the Count had been inclined to be- 
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Uevt the letters the work of a lonatle, but there 
was a curious saneness about tbe communicatiotUi 
an eaay assurance, which seemed to make this 
theory untenable. Presently he uttered an ex- 
clamation and brought his fist down on the table 
as though he had arrived at a sudden decision. 
- The force of the blow made the silver and glass- 
ware jin^e upon the polished mahogany. "I'll 
call up Lcferre," he sud angrily. " This thing 
must stop," 

He sprang from his chair and, going to th« ad- 
joining room, rang up the Prefect of Police, Mon- 
sieur Etienne Lefevre. He was not long in getting 
the Prefect on the telephone, and at once explained 
the circumstances which had prompted his call. 
" Hese letters have been annoying me for a 
month. I insist that I be relieved of this persecu- 
tion. May I ask, Monsieur the Prefect, that you 
will have the goodness to come at once to my house 
is the Avoiue Victor Hugo and make an investiga- 
tion of this extraordinary afFairP " He put down 
the receiver, satisfied. The Prefect had agreed to 
join him within half an hour. 
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The Count D'Este was 8 nnaU man, perhaps 
fifty years of age, but he loolced somewhat older, 
a fact due no doubt to the effects of many years of 
dissipation. He was partially bald, with a thin 
wisp of hair, which should have been gray but for 
the fact that it was dyed, plastered across the 
top of his head. It was evident that before long 
Monsieur the Count would be obliged to wear • 
toupeeJ His small, cunning eyes under heavy browc 
had a furtive expression which seemed to malce 
it difficult for him to look at anyone either long 
or steadily. He wore a small, carefully trimmed 
mustache and imperial, both also somewhat dyed. 
His face, on ibk whole, was rather handsome than 
otherwise, but for the expression of cruelty which 
even his pleasantest smile could not entirely con- 
ceal. For the rest, he wore the conventional frock 
coat and light-gray trousers of the man of fashion, 
and in his buttonhole a sinf^ gardenia bespoke 
the boHtevar^er, 

llie appointmenta of the room in which he sat 
indicated him to be a man of more than ordinary; 
wealtK The rich Persian carpet on the floori 
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the costly table service of Sivres, tlie pictures on 
the walls, the furniture and objects of vertu, spolce 
of a purse well lined. Yet the Count D'Este had 
by no means always occupied a position so favora- 
ble. Until his marriage with a widow of large 
wealth, an American, some five years before, he 
had been distinguished far more for bis debts than 
for his ability to pay them. His sole asset, in 
fact, had been his title. 

This he brou^t into the great market for such 
commodities. New York« where by means of « not 
displeasing personality and a ready wit be was 
able presently to exchange it for Mrs. Randal] and 
a fortune estimated at some two million dollars. 
Mrs. Randall, or as she thus became, the Countess 
D^Este, having died within the past year, the 
Count was left with what was for Paris a large 
fortune and full freedom to enjoy it as he might 
feel inclined. 

LuckQy for him they had had no children. 
The Count himself had a nephew, Emile, who was 
dependent upon him, and Mrs. Randall had in- 
sisted upon having with her during the last few 
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months of their married life her niece, Grace EUi- 
cott, a joung girl of some twenty years of age. 
The latter bad upon her aunt's death been left 
penniless; she vas an orphan with no near rela- 
tires, and it had devolved upon the Count, much to 
his disgust, to assume ber care and maintenance. 
There was perhaps another reason wh; D*Este 
allowed his wife's niece to remain beneath his roof. 
The young girl had supposed, at the time of her 
aunt's death, that the latter had made provision 
for her in a will. Great was her surprise, there- 
fore, upon being informed by her uncle that no 
such provision had been n;ade. As a result of 
ibis a slight coolness hod sprung up between the 
two. Grace felt her dependent position keenly — 
she was sure that in some way she had not been 
treated fairly. The Count, however, had been 
uniformly agreeable and pleasant, had made her 
a regular thou{^ small allowance, and opposed all 
her suggestions that she should leave Paris and 
return to America for the purpose of earning her 
own living. It would not be proper, he argued, 
for the niece of his deceased wife to become a 
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working girl'. Thus matters bad remained, Grace 
Dorsing her grievance, the Count assuring her that 
she had none. 

As he finished telephoning, and returned to his 
place at the table, his butler came in with a small 
glass of cognac. The Count drank it off slowly, 
** Eug^e," he said, ** Monsieur the Prefect of Po- 
lice is coming to see me this morning. Inform me 
as soon as he arriveB. I shall not be at home to 
anyone else with the exception of my nephew, 
HoDsieur Emile, for whom, as you know, I hare 
teat," 

The butler bowed. " Very good, Monsieur the 
Count," he said, and withdrew noiselessly. D'Eate 
took up the letter which had so greatly disturbed 
him, and, placing it in his pocket, arose. As he 
did so Grace Ellicott came into the room. 

Grace Ellicott had just passed out of her 'teens, 
and was a girl of unusual beauty and charm. 
Sli^t and graceful, with large dark eyes and 
great masses of light-brown hair, she represented 
all the attraction and charm of a healthy young 
American girl at her best. One mi^t have ex- 
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peeted to see her youthful face coDtinuallj 
wreathed id meir; smiles, but this morning such 
vas far from beiDg the case. She shoved plainly 
the effects of unusual mental agitation. In her 
hand she held a letter. She came up to the Count 
and handed it to him. " Count D'Este," she ex- 
claimed seriously, " here is a letter which I have 
just received. Will you please read itP " 

"Hie Count took the letter, eTidently somewhat 
surprised by her manner, and, putting on his 
glasses, proceeded to examine its contents. It was 
written in a feminine hand, and hore neither supers 
8cripti<m nor signature. 

" Do not return to America,'* it read. *' TTie 
money which was left you by your aunt you will 
receive before the end of the month." 

D^ste loolced up with a frown. '* What non- 
sense is this? ** he asked irritably. " Whom is this 
letter from and why do you show it to me P " 

" I do not know whom it is from. I show it to 
you because it hears out what my aunt told me 
when she lay dying, that she had left me a large 
sum of money," 
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" M; dear Grace ! As I have already tdd you 
many times before, I know nothing of any money 
left you by my wife, nor can I be responsible for 
ridiculoufl statanenta made in anonymous lettere 
of this character," He handed the letter baclc to 
her, ehrugging his shoulders. ** It teems to me 
that you should have senw enough not to annoy 
me continually in this way." 

She took the letter, her cbeeks flushing. ** I be- 
lieve that my aunt did make a will — " she began 
hotly. 

The Count interrupted her, waTing his well- 
manicured hand in protest. " Tou say she made 
such a will! How do you know itP How do / 
know it? No such will has ever been found, and 
that ends the matter." 

The jprl faced him resolutely, in spite of her 
annoyance. For months he had refused to listen 
to her claims, always putting her off with smooth 
words and pleasant generalities. Now she was 
determined to bring the matter to an issue. 
•* No! " she exclaimed angrily. *• Yoo took care 
of that. The will has proboUy been destroyed. 
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As foT the witnesaes, no doubt they vere creaturca 
of yours." 

" Mademoiselle !*• IVEste raised his handa lo 
heaven. " You use strong words." 

" The truth, that's all. When you married my 
aunt, you did so for her money. I told her so 
at the time, but she vouldnt listen to me." 

" My child ! You are unj ust ! " He controlled 
his temper with an effort. 

" I don't think so. I have never understood hov 
it was that when my aunt died it was found that 
an her property had been sold. You claim tiiat 
the lost the money in speculation — ** 

" Undoubtedly," he interrupted. 

**I don't beliere it. The very day she died 
she told me — ** 

'Again the Connt interrupted. ** Poor Estelle! 
She was not in ber right mind toward the last." 

"No wonder, after the Tay you treated 
her." 

** MademoiseD^ I muB% refuse to listen to you 
further. Your claims are unreasonable. You 
can do nothing." He turned toward the door. 
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" DddH be too iure of that, lliere are persona 
ia America — ** 

** Believe me, my cluld, there is notliing that 
they can do to help you. 'A!ad if you persist in 
these grave accusations against me, pemut me to 
remind you that we have laws here in France — " 
he paused significantly — ** that you would do well 
to heed. I have treated you very generously. 
But for me you would not have a cent in the worid. 
I command you not to mention the subject again. 
Should you do so, I am afraid that X shall be 
obliged — ** Again he paused, his words, bis tone, 
full of meaning. 

** DdqH threaten me. Count D'Este. I am not 
afraid of you. I have friends — ** 

He went up to her, his face suddenly becoming 
convulsed with anger. " Is Victor Girard one of 
than P '* he asked in a harsh voice. 

Grace recoiled in surprise, at his suddm change 
of manner. " Victor Girard ! " she asked vaguely. 
"Who is he?** 

" Don*t you know? *• 

" Certainly not. Why do you ask? " 
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** 'An you Idling me \he truth? ** be ctemanded, 
looking at Iwr siupicaoualj. 

** Of coune I am. I nerer heard the name be- 
fore in my life. Wbj should be be a friend of 
mine?'* 

The Covmi abrugged bis shoulders. "Never 
mind. If be b» I ims^pne he will soon be quite 
barmlesB." 

Sbe gazed at) lum in bbtnk amazement. " I 
don*t know what you are talking about. What 
bas this man to do with meP ** 

" If nothing, so much the better,*' he remarked, 
drawing his cigar-case from his pocket and care- 
fully selecting « cigar from its contents. " I 
think we had better end this discussion at once. 
Nothing is to be gained by quarreling. Permit 
me to suggest. Mademoiselle, that you go to your 
room. I trust that when we next see each other 
you win be in a more agreeable frame of mind." 

" I have remained here in your house. Count 
IVEste," said the girt, struggling to keep hack 
her tears, " because I have hoped you would give 
me what I believe is due me. Since it appears 



b,Googlc 



ONE MILLION FRANCS 19 

that this is not the case, I think I had better go 
away at once." 

At her words, the Count's manner changed* and 
once again be assumed his most pleasant and in- 
gratiating smile. " My dear child," he began in 
a wheedling voice, " you must not think of such a 
thing. You have no money, no friends. Your 
place is here. You judge me wron^y. Bdieve 
me, I desire only your welfare." He turned to 
the table and took from it a newspaper which lay 
beside his plate. From bis manner, Grace saw 
that it would be useless to continue the discussion. 
** I shall go away to-morrow," she exclaimed. 
" Under the circumstances I do not care to exist 
upon your charity any longer." With an angr^ 
nod she left the room. 

D*Este sat down and attempted to read his 
paper, but he was unable to concratrate his 
thoughts upon the news of the day. The letter 
which Grace Ellicott had shown bim bad made him 
extremely uncomfortable. What possible con- 
nection, he wondered, could there be between the 
outrageous demands which this fellow Girard had 
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been making upon him, and the letter received by 
hiB niece, bo calmly assuring her that before the 
end of the month the money which she claimed 
would be turned over to her. It was quite evident 
that the girl had no knowledge whatever of Girard, 
or of his demands. She had lived in Paris but a 
short time and it was inconceivable that any 
criminal or band of criminals in the city could be 
operating in her behalf. Yet the assurance of 
Uie letters was, to say the least, exasperating. 
There flashed through his mind thoughts of sev- 
eral similar cases which he had seen recorded re- 
cently in the newspapers. Only a few weeks be- 
fore a prominent banker had been made the victim 
of similar demands, and, upon his paying no at- 
tention to them, had been murdered in cold blood 
one night while entering his house, after a con- 
vivial evening at the club. The newspapers had 
attributed the outrage to an unusually active 
band of Apaches, who had of late been terrorizing 
Paris, There was also somft talk of activity on 
the part of Italian criminals, operating by the 
well-known " black-hand " methods. The Count 
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was not an Italian, although bia family was 
ori^aUy of Neapolitan origin. He shuddered 
when he thought of the dangers to which he might 
be exposed, and waited impatiently for the arrival 
of the Prefect of Police. 

Presently he beard sounds of someone coming 
along the hall, and glanced up as Eughie entered 
the room with a visiting card upon a tray. The 
man's face showed unwonted excitement. He ad- 
vanced toward the Count hesitatin^y, apologetic- 
ally, as thouf^ performing a mission that was 
extremely distasteful to him. D'Este ^anced at 
him curiously, and, taking the card from the tray, 
read the name upon it in utter astonishment, which 
he was at no pains to conceal. 

** Victor Girard ! " he gasped, his hand trembling 
with excitement. " SacrS nom de Diatl " He 
sank weakly into a chair and gazed at the perspir- 
ing butler. " That man hereP Imbecile! Why 
did yoa let him in P ** 

" Alas, Monsieur, I could not help it. He 
passed me roughly at the door. He insisted 
upon seeing you. I told him that you could see 
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no one, but he would not listen to me. He said 
that you mmld know what he wanted." 

" Where is the fellow now? ** demanded D'Este. 

"In the library, Monsieur the Count.** Tlie 
butlei^s confusion increased momentaril j. " What 
could I do? " he protested. " TTie fellow is un- 
doubtedly a dangerous character." 

The Count drew himself up and settled hia 
shoulders pugnaciously. Whatever else he was. 
Monsieur t)*E8te was not a coward. " Eug^e,'* 
he cried, ** you are a fool. Since this fdlow has 
gained entrance to my house, t shall see him, and 
find out what it is that he wants. When the Pre- 
fect of Police arrives, notify me at Mice, Per- 
haps when our friend Girard leaves here it will 
be safe in the hands of Monsieur Lefevre." He 
strode past the frightened servant and vent 
toward the library. . 
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AT about the time that tbe Count D'Este was 
iMTing his nii|dea«aDt interview witb Grace 
ESicott, a man of someidiat unusual appearance 
might have been seen strolling carelessly along 
the Avenue >^ctor Hugo. He was a tall man, and 
his height was accentuated by his Irag gray over- 
coat, which he wore in spite of the fact that the 
Oil was not particularly chilly on this bri^t May 
morning. Hef had on a soft black hat, nnder 
which appeared a mop of curly dark hair, worn 
rather long. His heavy eyebrows, dark mustache 
and pointed Vandyke beard su^ested the art stu- 
dent or possibly the professional man, the doctor 
or dentist, but the rou^mess of his clothes and 
his general air of careless assurance rendered such 
a conchision improbable. Tliere was about the 
set of his shoolders and the carriage of his head 
an evidence of determination wluch would have 
made the average man think twice before entering 
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into an argument with him. Yet it could not 
be said that his expression was quarrelsome; so 
much of it, indeed, as could be judged from bis 
heavily bearded face was keen and determined, 
rather than aggressive. 

As he strolled altmg the avenue he seemed to be 
observing carefully the few persons he passed, 
but Iris scrutiny of them was never sufficiently di- 
rect to attract attention. It was only when he 
arrived in the neighborhood of Number 4i9 that he 
began to show any unusual interest in his sur^ 
roundings. 

The house was a new one, of white stone, some- 
what ornate in its architecture. Broad, curving 
wlute steps led up to the main entrance, while 
further on, at the level of the pavement, a hand- 
some iron gateway afforded admission to a garden 
along one side of the house. Tida garden was 
surrounded by a high stone wall so that it was 
impossible to see into it except through the iron 
grill wort of the gate. TTie man paused for a 
moment, his keen glances fixed upon the gateway. 
For an instant be approached it closely, placing 
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his hand upon the knob as though about to enter, 
then, retracing his steps, he ascended the stairs to 
the front door, and rang the b^. 

In the course of a few moments the door vas 
opened by, a servant. The caller, apparently 
quite sure of his ground, brushad past the man 
who had admitted him, and, in spite of the latter's 
indignant protests, strode down the ball and en- 
tered a room which opened on it from the right, 
^e servant fdlowed open-mouthed, his objec- 
tions silenced for the moment by the visitor's 
assurance. Once inside the room the man in the 
long overcoat faced about and confronted the 
indignant butler, 

** But, Monsieur, you must not enter here,** 
gasped the latter in confusiiHi. 

"Why not?** 

" It is Mcmsieur the Count's library.** 

"Indeed! So much the better." 

" What is it you want? '* demanded the servant, 
with asperity. 

" To see the Count. He is at home, is he not? ** 

" Tes, Monsieur, but — but he cannot see you.** 
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"Why not?" 

** He has ^Ten me instnictioiu — *' 

** That makes no differeooe. It is neeessaiy 
that I sh<Hild Bee him." 

'* But he does not know you.** 

" Obt yes^ he does." The tall man f dt in his 
pocket and drew out a card-case. 

" But, Monsieur, I assure you — " b^^an the 
now thoroughly confused servant. 

Hie ctdler took a card from the case. " Here 
— give him this!" He thrust the bit of paste- 
board into tbe man's hand. 

The latter looked at it suspiciously, then read 
the name aloud. "Victor Girard," he said, al- 
lowing his eyes to dwell for a moment upon the 
stranger's rough-looking clothes. " Your busi- 
ness?" 

« rU teU that to the Count." 

" Very well." The butler turned resignedly 
and went toward the door. ** I will find out if he 
will see you." 

" He must. It is important." 

" TlLat remains to be seen," replied the servant 
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doubtfully, shruggiag bis shouldera. " Wait here, 
if you please. Be seated." 

Victor Girard sank into a large easy chair and 
picked up a newspaper from the table beside him. 
" Very good," he said, watching as the servant 
left the room. 

Presently he opened the newspaper, but in- 
stead of beginning to read it glanced keenly about 
him. The room was a handsome one, furnished 
ridily and in excellent taste. It was easy to see 
that the Count had not spared his pocketbook in 
its appointments. To cme side a large double 
French window, at the rear of a shallow recess, 
overlooked a garden in which evergreens mingled 
with bright~colored early-spring shrubbery. The 
sunlight coming through this window lighted up 
the Turkish rug of brilliant coloring, which cov- 
ered the floor, and glanced brightly upon the rich 
tapestry hangings, which were draped on either 
side of the window. On the opposite side of the 
room from that by which he had mtered, he 
observed another doorway leading to a smaller 
room. [About the walls of the library were many 
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books in cases of polished French walnut. Over 
tiie baodsome table at the cent«r hung a large 
dome lamp, suspended from the ceiling by means 
of an ornamental brass cbain. Girard listened 
attentively for a few mcments as though to as- 
sure himself that he was quite alone, then, placing 
tbe newspaper upon his knees, leaned forward* 
took up from the desk a silver paicil, and struck 
four sharp blows with it upon the glass dome of 
tbe lamp. Iliia done, he replaced tbe pencil upon 
the table and pretended to be busily engaged in 
the contents of the newspaper. 

In the course of a few moments a yoiug ^rl, 
from her dress evidently a maid, entered tbe room 
from tbe haD, carrying in her bond a feather dusb- 
brusb. She was a woman of apparently twenty- 
three or -four years of age, although a close ob< 
server might have concluded from her assured air 
uid quiet maimer that she was older. Girard 
T'used his eyes from the paper, and, turning his 
head, gave her a keen glance. For a moment some 
message seemed to pass between the two, then 
the man west on with bis reading and the ^1» 
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placing the dust-brush upon a chair, came up to 
the table and began to arrange the books and pa- 
pers upon it. " You called? " she asked in a lov 
voice without raising her eyes from her work. 

" Yes," Girard replied, keeping his eyes fixed 
upon the newspaper. " What have you leamedF " 

** He received your letter this morning." 

" And the money. I suppose he has not draim 
it from the bankP ** 

" No." 

" Yoa are sure ? " 

" Yes, he has not left the house." 

"VeryweU. What else? " 

" He has telephoned for the Prefect of Police. 
He ia to arrive in half an hour." She turned and 
glanced at the bronze clock which stood upon a 
cabinet in the comer. " He should be here now." 

** He vQl he fifteen minutes late," said Girard, 
glancing swiftly up at her, ** Have you saarched 
the desk? " 

"Yea." 

** And the safe? " 

" Yes. I found nothing." 
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QiraiS frowned. " H — m, the old fox u care> 
fill." 

" He has also BMit for his nephew, Emile." 

"Why?" 

** I beard him say over the telephone some- 
thing about the young American ^I, Miss EHi- 
cott.** 

**Some new moTe,** swd Girard, putting the 
newspaper down upon the table and turning 
toward her. " You must 6nd out about this. 
Let me know when I return to-ni^t.** 

"At twelve?** 

**X may come earlier — perlkaps a half-bour. 
Watch for the li^ts.** 

" Very well." The girl turned as sounds were 
heard of someone approaching along the liallway, 
and, picking up the feather duster, started toward 
the door. '"They're coming," she whispered. 

" What room is that? " demanded Girard in a 
low voice, as he pointed to the door on the op- 
posite side of the library, 

"The Count's private cabinet." 

"In there — quick — and list^.'* 



b^Googlc 



ONE MILLION FRANCS »1 

The girl at once crossed the room and entered 
the gtudj, closing the door noiselesslj after her. 
Girard picked up the newspaper and again pre- 
tended to be reading it. He glanced up with 
elaborate carelessness, thai rose, as he sair the 
Count standing in the doorwaj. D'Este came 
slowl; into the room, looking from the card which 
he held in his hand to his visitor. Hia face 
showed both annoyance and anger. *' What do 
;ou want here? " he demanded, throwing the card 
down uptm the table. 

Girard faced him with an imperturbable ex- 
pression. *' You know perfectly well« Monsieur 
the Count,** he said in a steady voice, " one million 
franca." 

** Confound your impudence ! " growled D'Este 
angrily. " Isn't it enough that you threaten me 
with your letters? What do you mean by coming 
here and making such demands? " 

** I mean, Monsieur," said Girard, paying no 
attention to the other's evident . anger, " that I 
wont one million francs." 

The Count permitted a grim smile to light up 
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his face for a moment. After all, he thought, 
the man vaa probably nothing but a harmless 
lunatic. Surely no one in his right mind could 
make such a request seriously, " You ar« amus- 
ing, my friend. Why should I give you one mil- 
lion francs? ** he said. 

" Because, Monsieur, yon have just one million 
franca that does not belong to you." The man 
in the gray overcoat said this so seriously and 
pointedly that the Count was for the moment quite 
taken aback. " Indeed ! " he cried with a blustei^ 
ing attempt to cover up his confusion. ** I deny 
it. In any event they certainly do not beltmg to 
you." 

Girard did not appear to be in the least discon- 
certed. ** Possibly not," be said. ** That, how^ 
ever, is not the question. I must have the mcmey." 

** You must be mad ! " 

*' Not at all, I assure you. In the letter which 
you received from me this morning, I informed 
you that I would shortly give you instructions as 
to how the money which I demand is to be paid. 
I shall expect you to place the sum in bank-notes 
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upon tbia table — *' he tapped the top of the desk 
li(^tlj with hig finger — ** at twelve o'clock to- 
ni^t." 

This time the Count did not laugh. The fel- 
low might be a madman, but his methods certainly 
did not lack directness, " What for, I should hke 
to know? ** be demanded furiously. His rage had 
no effect upon the calm assurance of his visitor. 
" So that I may come and get it," returned the 
latter with an agreeable smite. 

" Very obliging of you, I'm sure. Quite a good 
joke. And have yon the slightest idea that I will 
do as you ask? " 

*• I am convinced of it, Monsieur." 

" Decidedly, my friend, you are an t^tinmt. 
One million francs on this table at twelve to- 
night." He laughed as though he found the mat- 
ter highly amusing. 

" Precisely. And since you have not already 
done so, permit me to suggest that you go to 
tbe bank and draw out the money at once." 

" I shall do nothing of the sort," roared the 
Count, beside himsdf with rage. 
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" On the contrarj, I feel sure that, after care- 
ful consideration, yon will draw the money before 
three o'clock.** 

D*Este turned awa; and wiped the beads of 
perspiration from his forehead. Clearly this 
thing was getting to be more than a joke. He 
glanced at the clock, wondering what icould be 
keeping the Prefect. " Ridiculous t " he bhistered, 
turning again to his caller, " Perhaps, Mon- 
sieur, you expect to hypnotize meF " 

Girard lauded, took a cigarette from a box 
which he drew from his pocket, and proceeded to 
lij^t it with the utmost unconcern. " It will not 
be necessary. Count," he said. " After you have 
seen the Prefect ■ — ** 

** The Prefect ! " gasped the astonished noble- 
man. 

" Yes. Are you not expecting him here at any 
moment? ** 

lyEste seemed stup^ed by this piece of in- 
formation. How this fellow, this criminal, should 
know of his appointment with Monsieur Lefevre 
was something he could not fathom, " The 
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devfl ! ** be cried, starting back. " How did you 
know that?" 

" Ah* Count, in my buBiness it ia necessary to 
know many things. For instance, yon and Mon^ 
ueui* tlie Prefect, for whom, in spite of his posi- 
titm, I entertain feelings of the highest respect, 
will shortly meet here to make plans for my ar^ 
rest. See what an excellent opportunity I now 
offer you. IBy placing the money upon the table 
here as I request, you will be able to apprehend 
me without the slightest difficulty. Therefore, 
I say that, after you have seen the Prefect, you 
will draw the money." 

" You think so p " asked the Count, with an in- 
credulous sneer. 

' " I feel certain of it. And make no mistake. 
Monsieur. See that the money is here, on this 
table, at a few minutes before twelvew I shall 
come at twelve.** 

I The cool and deliberate assurance with which 
he said this exasperated the Count beyond meas- 
ure. " Well, of all the impudence ! " he fairly 
shouted. 
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" Not impudence, Monsieur : confidence.** 
Crirard stepped from the side of the table, took 
up his hat, and mth a bow and a smile turned 
toward the door. " Permit me, Monsieur," he 
said easU;, " to wish you a ver; good-morning." 
IVEste made a quick movonent toward the 
door, and began to press an electric button upon 
the wall at the side of the room. " Not so fast, 
m; friend, i have a few things to sa;, now/ 
What b to prevent me frtmi turning you over to 
the police at onceP " 

" For what? " asked Girard, pausing. 
** You have written me threatening letters." 
" Typewritten, my dear Count. I shall deny 
baring written them." He puffed a ring of smoke 
from his cigarette carelessly into the air, and 
watched it aa it eddied in widening circles toward 
the ceiling. 

" You oome here and demand money ! " ac- 
claimed the now thoroughly enraged nobleman. 
" Ah, but then, you see, you have no witnesses." 
"Very well." The Count's anger almost 
dioked him. " I shall have some — later, nvra 
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fear." He turned to the dcKM* as the butler ap- 
peared in response to hia ringing. " Eug^e," he 
shouted, " ehow this fellow out." 

The butler looked at Girard aa though he did 
not entirelj; relish the job, but the latter only 
8in3ed. *' Good-morning, Count,** he said easil;, 
as he stepped into the doorway. " We meet at 
twelve." He passed into the hall, followed b; the 
wondering serraot, leaving the Count standing 
petrified with rage and astonishment in the middle 
of the room. 
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EMTLEl I^ESTE was a yoiiDg man i^ose 
priafiipal object in life waa to avoid being 
bwed. Bis father, the Count's brother, bad died 
some years before after a life spent in the service 
of his country, as an officer of one of the crack 
regiments of the Imperial Guard. He left at his 
death only Emlle and a large assortment of un- 
paid bills. His S4H1, educated at a fashionable 
school not far from Paris, vaa barely eighteen 
at the time of his father's death. For a short 
period he endeavored to earn a living in the office 
of a stocktnvker, but the latter soon found that 
the young man possessed a far greater aptitude 
for wearing expensive clothes and frequenting the 
Boulevards than for attending to the duties of a 
stockbroker's clerk. It was lucky for young 
D'Este that his uncle soon after contracted the 
marriage which brought him such a handsome 
financial return. The young man at once placed 
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hia case before tbe Count and tbe 1att«r, who vu 
not ordinarily given to generosity in matters in 
which mosey was concerned, was, throu^ some 
sentiment concerning the honor of his family, per^ 
suaded to make his nephew a small allowance. 
Upon this Emile lived to the best of his ability, 
expending the bulk of his money on clothes and in 
tbe cabarets and restaurants frequented by the 
young men of his acquaintance. Occasionally he 
would have a little luck at cards, or in betting 
upon the horses, and was thus able to eke out a 
sort of butterfly existence, sleeping until noon, 
and spending his nights in the gay life which cen- 
ters about Montmartre. 

He was of moderate height, slender and ele- 
gant in appearance, with the pale face and small 
black mustache characteristic of the young 
Parisian dandy of the day. Nothing pleased him 
so much as to loll tor an entire afternoon at a 
table before his favorite caf£ in the Boulevard 
des Italiens, where, with a glass of absinthe or a 
wnn(mth et castit, he was able to eye the pretty, 
girls who thronged the sidewalks. His uncle had 
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often urged him to marry — assuring him that, 
with his excellent appearaoce and the title which 
according to the French custom was taken alike 
by all the male members of the family, he should 
be able to contract an alliance which would pro- 
vide him with a respectable income. Whether it 
was due to pure laziness, or to a lack of inclina- 
ticn to cut short his care-free bachelor days, 
JEmile had not up to this time followed his uncle's 
advice. His empty life seemed to please him, to 
satisfy him competely; his only regret was that 
he could not find some means of making money 
without effort. 

He had been awakened on this particular morn- 
ing at eleven o'clock by a telephone message from 
his uncle, who requested him to come to the house 
at once. He proceeded to make his toilet rather 
ill-naturedly. He had spent the evening sod most 
of the night before attesiding a students' ball in 
the Latin Quarter, and was suffering from a d»- 
dded beadaoha, brought on fay an excessive amount 
of aheap champagm. He dressed himself, how- 
enr, with his usual axquisite care, stopped for a 
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momeDt to get rolls and coffee, followed by « gloss 
of cognac, at a little restaurant not far from bis 
rooms, and then, after bujtng a flower for his 
buttonlu>Ie from the woman cm the comer, pro- 
ceeded to his uncle's hoose in the Avenue Victor 
Sago. 

As he came up the steps the front door was 
opened and he saw a touj^j dressed man come 
out. He glanced at him in surprise, wondering 
who mij^t hare been hia uncle's earlj visitor, 
then with a nod to Eug^e passed into the li- 
brary. 

The Count, who was still standing in the center 
of the room where Girard had left him, scowled 
unpleasantly as Emile came in. The tatter was 
accustomed, however, to his uncle's fits of temper. 
He tossed his gloves and hat carelessly upon a 
chair. " Good-mombg, Uncle," he said, forcing 
a smile. 

** How are you, Emile? " IVEste growled, throw- 
ing himself into a chair. 

" Oh, so so t Who was the tou£^looking indi- 
vidual I met as I came in? " 
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" One of the most dangeroas criminals in Paris," 
said the Count vitb an angry frown. 

**Is it possible F ** Emile drev out a hand- 
somely chased silver cigarette-case. " What was 
he after? The spoons? " He glanced toward the 
door. ** Seemed peaceable enough.** He selected 
a cigarette from the case, and, taking a match 
from a safe upon the table, prepared to li^t it in 
leisurely fasbitm. 

The Count appeared annoyed by such lerily. 
" That was Victor Girard," be said grimly. 

" What ! ** Emile let tiie lighted match drop 
to the floor, gazing at lus uncle in astonishment. 
The latter had told lum of the persecution to 
which, for the past month, he had beai subjected. 
*' You're in earnest? " 

** Indeed, I am. He even had the impudence to 
send me his card.** He reached over, took the 
offending bit of pasteboard from the table and 
thrust it into Emile'a hand. " Look at that ! ** 

Emile took the card and read it. " Well, of 
all the nerve! Why did you let him escape? " 

" I had no evidence against him. To have at- 
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tempted to detain him now would have been use- 
less. I expect to get him later.** 

" Later? Is he coming back? ** 

** Yea. He said he would retam at twelve 
o'clock to-ni^t to get the nnmey be demaDds.** 

** Ah, I see. You propose to set a little trap 
for him, ^P ** 

" Exactly, and one that be will not escape so 
easily.** 

" Does he still ask for only a million francs, 
as he has been doing in bis letters? ** Emile asked, 
with a grin. " lliat would be rath» a large bait 
for your little trap, it seems to me.** 

His unde frowned. Such an amonnt of money 
was not one to be made the subject of a joke. 
" Don't be a fool, Emile. I'm not going to take 
any chances,'* 

" You think he will come, then? ** 

" He said so." 

" I doubt it. Howerer, it makes no differaice. 
If he's fool enough to return here, knowing that 
you are ready for him, youll get him. If not, you 
won't." He struck a match and lij^tted his 
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cigarett«> then sank languidly into a chair. 
" Why did you Beiid for me? " 

" I wanted to see you." 

" Very flattering, I am sure." Emile did 
not seem particularly pleased. " Don*t foi^t, 
thou^ that you mode me get up a whole hour 
before my regular time.** The unexpected call of 
the morning still rankled in his mind. " What's 
up? " 

D'Este took his glasses from his shirt front, and 
began playing idly with th^n, swinging than about 
at the end of the black silk ribbcHL to which they 
were attached. " I have decided," be sud, gazing 
at Emile reflectively, " that you shall marry my 
niece, Grace EUicott,** 

The effect of this announcnnent upm Emile 
was distinctly disappointing. It was part of bis 
code never to appear surprised by anything. 
"Indeed!" be remarked slowly. "ITiat's very 
thoughtful of you. Uncle. But why on earth 
should I marry tlus girl? " 

" Because I wish it.** 

*• That's all very well, Uncle» tuB I don*^ want; 
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to get married. I am afraid that I must refuse.** 

D'Este rose from his chair, and came over to 
his nephew, " Is that your gratitude* after all 
IVe dMifi for you? Please pemembei' that you 
have not a cent in the Torld.** 

** Unfortunately,** remarked tiie young man, 
with a grin, " it reqoiiea no effort to remember 
that" 

** The girl is young, handsome, o!f good fani0y,** 
went on the Count. '• Why should you object to 
ber?** 

" I know an that, but she, it seems, hasn't a 
cent in the world, either. If I many her, what 
do I get out of it? " 

" On the day of your marriage, it is my inten- 
tion to give you an income of twenty-five thousand 
francs a year. I shall alap make you my heir. 
It aeoDB to me^ under the circumstances, that you 
should faa nry well satined with the arrange- 
ment.'* 

Etatile book the dgarette from his mouth, and 
fficked the uhta carefully into a bronze vase 
^Uch stood upon the desk. " H — m,** he said re- 
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fle«tiT«ly. *'Why are you so anxious for this 
marriage?'' 

It was some time before the Count answered 
tliis questitm. He walked up and down the room 
sereral times, evidently is deep thought. Pres- 
ently he turned to his nephew. " You know, do 
yoQ not, that Grace hhs been claiming, ever since 
ti>e death of my wife, that a large sum of money 
was left to her? " 

" I beliere I have heard you speak of it. You 
deny it, of course? ** 

" Assuredly. But the girl is trying to make 
trouble. I have reasim to believe that she has 
commnnicated with frioi^ in America. It is, 
of course, an absurd claim, but there is no know- 
ing what she or her friends may do. The affair 
may prove extremely annoying to me, and I am 
determined to put an end to it." 

** I see. It is your idea that, if she marries me, 
she will ^ve up these claims." 

** Exactly. I should insist uptm that." 

•* Why should she?" 

** Will she not become a Countess P Isn't that 
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vbat these Americans all want? Will 7011 not 
have an income of twenty-five thouaand francs a 
year? It seems to me that that is far better 
than a claim that she can't collect," 

"Well — perhaps it is, hut don't forget that 
I shall need that twenty-five thousand francs a 
year, myself." He strutted about the room im- 
portantly, twirling his small but eleguit mustache. 
** Little enou^, too." 

" Of course. I understand that. !After w« 
get her to sign the necessary papers, relinquish- 
ing these claims, you may do as you please. You 
don't have to live with her if you dont want to." 
IXEste rubbed his hands together and smiled 
eviUy, ** I should think you could stand it for 
a while. She's very good looking." 

'* Oh — not so bad ! " Emile admitted grudg- 
ingly. " They say these Americans are the very 
devil to get along with, though. I don't pro- 
pose to do anything that is going to prevent me 
from living as I please." 

** You'U have to be careful, for a time at least. 
It wouldn't do to get into the divorce courts. But 
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why borrow trouble P The first thing is to get 
her consent. I onl; hope that she will agree with- 
out any nonsense." 

" Agree ! " Emile looked as though upon this 
point there could fae no possible argument. 
" Well, I like that. Sacr£ btatt She ought to 
be delighted.** 

" I know, I know — but it is by no means cer- 
tain. Remember that, in America, marriages are 
not arranged by tbe parents or guardians as they 
are in this country. For all I know, she may re 
fuse altogether." 

"Suppose she does?" The young man threw 
his cigarette disgustedly into the bronze vase. 
"What then?" 

The Count resumed his walking up and down, 
nervously, chewing upon his unlisted cigar. 
" Then youTl have to make her marry you." He 
fiung the remark at Emile quickly, decisively, as 
though not entirely certain as to how the latter 
would receive it. 

" Make her? How? " Emile** face was 
blankly uncomprehending. 



b,Googlc 



ONE MILLION FRANCS 49 

" Tliere are several ways. Perbaps the easiest 
woold be to see Madame Tissot." 

" Yoa mean the old girl whom you had here as 
a nurse irhen your wife was ill? " 

D*Este ^anced cautiously about the room, then 
lowered his voice, '* Yes — she's a friend of mine, 
as you know. I have had occasion to use her 
more than once, in some little matters, and found 
her very reliable." 

"What can she do in this affair? " 

" I'll tell you. Well get her to send a mes- 
sage to Grace, saying that she has some knowl- 
edge of this supposed wilL The girl knows that 
this Tissot woman nursed her aunt during her 
last illness. The message will ask Grace to come 
to her place, the Rat's Hole — " 

** The Rat's Hole! " £mQe began to look un- 
easy. "What's that?" 

"Oh — just a name they give her lodging- 
house in L'Hirondelle. She's a smart woman, 
I can tell you. If we can get the girl there, the 
thing ou^t to be easy. You will meet her; the 
Mst I leave to you. If you cant force her to 
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marrj' you under those circumstances, you're not 
worth your salt,** 

"Mon Dkut You mean — " The young 
man hesitated. The plan vas by no means to his 
liking. 

" I mean that you irill have things your own 
way. Drug her, if necessary. G«t in a priest. 
Madame Tissot will find one for you that will 
answer the purpose. When the girl wakes up in 
the morning and finds herself your wife the rest 
will be easy." 

Hie young man gazed at his uncle in alarm. 
He bad been quite well aware for some time of 
the latter's unscrupulous nature and realized that, 
if necessary, the man was willing to go to almost 
any lengths to accomplish his ends. lUs, bow- 
ever, seemed a dangerous undertaking. "^A 
nasty business," Emile grumbled. 

" Isn't it worth twenty-five thousand francs 
a year? '* 

"Yes — I suppose it is, if you put it that 
way. I hope shell consent, though, without any- 
thing like that. She might make an awful row,** 
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" Not likely. If she does, yoall have to take 
ber down to m; ch&teau at Aries. !Af ter a month 
there, I gaess sheHl come around all right." He 
looked at bia nephew with an ugly smile. 

*' Where is she now? " the latter asked. 

" In her room. I'll send for her." He went 
over to the wall and rang the dectric bell. 

"Kd ber aunt really leave ber any money?** 

** Never mmd about that. No will to that 
effect baa ever bera discovered. Hiat's all you 
need to know. I'm taking you into my confidence 
a good deal in this matter. See that you respect 
it. If yon do not, it will be the worse for you." 
He bent a baleful glare upon the young man's 
face which caused Ehnile to tremble. ** Ask Miss 
EUicott to come at once,** the Count said to Eu- 
g^e, aa the latter came into the room. 

** Shall I stay? " asked Emile uneasily. 

** No. I must see ber alone. I may irant to 
have a talk with you afterward, however, so you 
bad better not go away. Why not wait in berep 
He wait to the door of the study and opened it. 
Hiere was a sound of some(»ie moving in the 
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room and in & moment the maid appeared in the 
doorway. She seemed much surprised at seeing 
the Count. " Pardon, Monsieur," she said de- 
murely, and started to leave the room. 

" Sacral " cried the Count, eying her with 
suspicion. '* What were you doing in there? " 

"Dusting, Monsieur.** 

" Name of a pig! Have you been listoiing? " 

** listening, MmsieurP I do not understand." 

D^Este stepped up to ber and'took her by the 
wrist. " If you have* you rat, 111 have you 
thrown into the Seine." 

** Cb — Monsieur ! " cried the j^rl, apparently 
much frightened. ** Forgive me. I did not listen. 
The room — it was full of dust. Only yesterday 
you complained — ** 

Hie Count appeared mollified. " Very well," 
he said, throwing ber (^. ** Remember what I 
have said." 

" I inqtlore you. Monsieur," said the girl, going 
toward the door, " not to blame me. I swear to 
you I beard nothing." Site hurried out, ber face 
pab with fear. It was dear that she realised 
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the Count lyEite wu not a nuw to be trifled 
with. 

" That girl looks pretty smart to me. I won- 
der if ahe could have beard anything," remariced 
Emile. 

** I don't think so. The door was shut, and I 
spoke too low. She seenu like an honest crea- 
ture." 

" I shouldn't trust her« if I w«re you,** said 
the young man, as he went toward the study. He 
turned in the doorway with an unpleasant grin. 
" I think I hear Grace coming now. Tell her I'm 
madly in love with her." With a chuckle he left 
the rocMn. 

Grace came in, looking at her uncle with* a 
dislike she took no pains to coaceaL " You sent 
for meP ** she asked, pausing near the door. 

**My dear Grace!" The Count bowed, and 
pushed an easy chair toward her. ** Cone, sit 
down. I want a word with you." 

She refused the chair. Tlieir quarrd of the 
morning was still uppermost in her mind, 
^What do you want?** ahe asked. 
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" M7 dear girl, I have a little matter of busi- 
ness — " 

** Hiere can be no business between us. Count 
D'Este," she interrupted, ** until you return to 
me tfae money which you have stoloL" 

The Count Bushed angrily, but managed witii 
an effort to c<mtrol his temper, " Sit down, 
please. I wish to propoee a friendly settlement,** 
he said. 

" I want what belongs to me — no more — and 
no less." She still ref^ed to ta^ &e chair 
which he had pushed toward her. 

" Nothing belongs to you, except what I dioose 
to give you. Please remonber that. As far as 
any legal claim is concerned, you have nothing." 

" Why, then, do you propose a settlement? " 

" I feel sorry, my child, that this quarrel be- 
tween us should have occurred, I want to tu^p 
you for the sake of my dear wife.** 

"I don*t believe it Is tbat all that you 
wanted to teU me? " 

" No. It has occurred to me tliat all of our 
differ^tces may b« settled in a very simple way. 
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I bare Uw honor to propose that you marry my 
nej^iew, Emfle." 

** Impossible ! " exclaimed the gal angrily. 

** Do not be hasty, my child," returned the 
Count in a sootbing voice. " Emile is a good 
boy — a handsome fellov. At my death be will 
inherit all I have. On the day of bis marriage 
to you I will settle upon him an income of twenty- 
five thousand francs a year. What more could 
you wish? CoDsidering your present penniless 
condition, it strikes me that the offer is a very 
handsome tme.** 

"What is your reason for proposing tbisP** 
The girl looked at him keenly. His evident 
anxiety to bring about this marriage suggested a 
deeper motive than any that appeared from his 
iwords and confirmed her in her belief that he 
was attempting to defraud her of the legacy from 
her aunt. 

" Your good — and Emile's," he said with his 
most winning smile. 

" Your own, most likely. No doubt you think 
that once I am safely married to your nephew I 
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shall give up all hope of getting what belonge to 
me." 

" In the event of your marriage, I ahould, of 
coursei expect you to give up these absurd 
claimB." 

" No ! Youll not get rid of the matter so 
easily.'* 

The Count frowned. " Think it over, my chUd. 
You may decide to change your mind." 

** Hardly. My poor aunt got enou^ iH- 
treafanent from the D'Este f amOy. It isn't likely 
that I, with my eyes open, should care to follow 
in her tooiatepB.** 

** You are insulting, Mademoiselle,*' said the 
Count, his temper rapidly getting the better of 
him. 

"If the truth is insulting, I suppose I am,*' 
she said, turning toward tbe door, " If you had 
a spark of deoeney about you, you would be satis- 
fied with having saeured my aunt's money without 
trying to deprivt me of mine. I may not be able 
to get justice in the French courts, but I beliera 
that I shall get what belongs to m^ just the 
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same.** She hurried from the room, scarcdy able 
to keep back her tears. 

Emile came in from the rtadj with an anxious 
look <Hi his face. ** So it di&'t voik,** he said. 
" That girl acta as thouj^ she were up to some 
mischief." 

" Decidedly. I caii*t understand it.** 

" Do you think she could possibly be in lei^oe 
with this fellow Girard? ** Emile asked, lighting a 
fresh cigarette. 

" No. It's out of the question. The sooner 
we stop hbr nonsense, though, the better. You 
go and see Madame Tissot to-night and get her 
to come here. T1iere*s no time t« be lost.** He 
gave an exclamaUon of satisfaction as tlie butler 
came into the room and announced the arrival of 
the Prefect of Police. 
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MONSIEUR ETIENNE LEFEVRE, Pre- 
fect of Police, was sitting at his desk at 
the Prefecture vriting when he recdved the tele- 
phone message, calling him to the house of the 
Count D^Este. It vas not as a general thing his 
hahit to take up matters of this sort in person, 
but the Count waa an old acquaintance, whom he 
felt under some obligations to serve, and beyond 
this he had a feeling that the case in question vas 
likely to prove one of more than usual interest, 
A series of blackmailing outrages had occurred 
during the past three months, all presenting fea- 
tures of similarity, none of vhich had as yet 
been brou^t home to their perpetrators. This 
vas naturally a source of much chagrin to him, 
since in a iray it reflected upon the efficiency of 
his office. He concluded, from -what the Count 
had told him over the telephone, that another at- 
tempt of a similar nature was about to be made» 
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and be seized the opportunitj eagerly in the hope 
that he mi^t succeed in bringing to justice the 
members of a dangerous gang. He pressed a 
button on his desk, and requested the clerk who 
answered his summons to send to him Mr. Richard 
DuvalL 

Richard Duvall, aa mi^t perhaps be judged 
frtm his name, was an American, and his presence 
in the <Mce of the Prefect of Police of Paris re- 
quires a word of explanation. A college grad- 
uate, who had begun his career in the praetioe of 
the law, he had soon found that lus inclinations 
w%re toward that profession commonly designated 
by the word " detective," He did not, however, 
approach the subject of the detectitxi of criminals 
along the (^-fashioned lines so usual in his pro- 
fession. Ob the contrary; he had taken up the 
matter with all the care and intelligence of a wdl- 
trained mind, and before long had established an 
enviable reputation for himself, as a master of the 
science of criminology. He was the author of 
several important pape» uptm the system of 
identification of criminals, first introduced by 
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Bertillon, and his practice as a private investi- 
gator of obscure aod mysterious crimes had 
brou^t him frequently to the attention of the 
public. His methods were noted for the audacity 
and brilliancy of their conception — so much 
BO, indeed, that on more than one occasion he had 
been employed both by the city of New Yorlt and 
by the United States Government in connection 
with mysteries which the authorities had them- 
selves been forced to give up in despair. 

Some six months earlier he had come to Paris 
upon an important case, and had presented let- 
ters of introduction to M. Lefevre, with the re- 
quest that the latter, in order to facilitate bis 
operations, should give him a position upon his 
stalF. He explained that the criminals, upon 
whose trail he then was, were known to have left 
New York for Paris, some months before, and 
he expected, during the course of his work with 
the French police, to unearth some clues which 
would help him to ^scover their whereabouts. 

His mother having been a French woman, he 
spoke the language as well as a native, and, being 
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an expert in the matter of disguisea, had little 
difficulty in passing as eitlier a Frenchman or an 
lAmerican, whichever for the mommt happened 
better to suit his purpose. He had explained to 
the Prefect that the men of whom he vas in pur- 
suit were known to have swindled a prominent 
American bueiness man oat of large sums of mooej 
by a cterer blackmailing scheme, and it was for 
this reason that the Prefect summoned him upon 
the receipt of the Count D'Este's message. 

In a few mommts, Duvall entered the office. 
He was a man of rather more than medium height, 
and of athletic txuld. His li^t-brown hair and 
eyes gave to his smooth-shavrai face a somewhat 
boyish expression, which was contradicted by his 
firm mouth and strong, well'formed chin. Had a 
idozen chance observers been called upon to guess 
as to his professim it is probable that not one of 
than would have guessed ari^t. 

Tliis morning he appeared the typical American, 
from the cut of his dark-gray suit to the bright- 
oolorad tk and Panama hat which con^leted his 
jcostume. He threw the hat on a chair as he 
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cunt into the office uid took the seat irhich the 
Prefect indicated. The latter had grown to be 
vtTj fond of his young aHistant, and had a h!^ 
opinion of the American's abilitj. 

" Monsieur Durall,'' he began, " I have just 
been advised of another mjsteriouB blackmailing 
case. Tliis time I have every reason to believe 
that we are going to be aUe to catcji our man. 
Since you have shown such an interest m tlie 
previous cases of tins nature, I am going to ask 
you to ta1» charge of this one." 

DuvaD nodded^ smiling. ** Hanks, Qiief,** he 
said. '^Hov much are the rascals dnnanding 
now?" 

"Rather more than usual." IIm Prefect 
smiled grimly. ** Hie trifiing sum of one million 
francs.** 

"Whewf said Dtavall with a low whistle. 
" Raising the ante, aren't ilxj? Who is the vic- 
tim this time? ** 

** An acquaintance of mine, the Count D*Este, 
in the Avenue Victor Hugo. I don't know the de- 
tails yet. He called me up over the telephone 
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just a few moments ago. I agreed to meet bim 
at his home id half an hour." He looked at hu 
iratch, then glanced at the papers before him. 
** There are a number of matters here which in- 
quire my attention. Suppose ;ou meet me there 
at one o'clock. ** 

Davall rose. « Very good," be said. ** m be 
there. Did the Count give yon the name of the 
fellow who is annoying him? ** 

" No. Weni get all that at the house." He 
took up his pen. ** I'll "^ 70u> then, at one in 
the Avenue Victor Hugo." 

" At one.** Duvall 4c^ the office and in a few 
momoits was whirling Sown the street in a taxi- 
cab. 

Half an hour later, the Prefect, having com- 
pleted his work, put on his hat and, taking with 
him two of his assistants, entered his automobile 
and proceeded to the bouse in the Avenue Victor 
Hugo. 

Upon his arrival, he was at once ushered into 
the library. The Count came up to him with un- 
usual effusiveness. " Ah, my dear Lefevre 1 " he 
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cried, offtring tbt Prefect bit bmnd. ** Thank 
jou so much for conung ! " 

The Prefect bowed. " Mj dear Coont, I am 
happj to he able to serve you." He nodded to 
Emile whom the Count introduced, and the party 
sat doim about the table, smoking. 

" I presume that nothing has happened since 
jou telephoned me? " inquired the Prefect. 

** Yes. Girard has been here.** 

"Girard?" 

**YeB. The fellow who has be«i demanding 
this money. I thou^t I had ttdd jou his name 
over the tele^^one. He was here less than half 
an hour ago." 

" Sacrit What a pity I did not come earlier." 

" It would have been useless. We have no evi- 
dence against him." 

"But the letters?" 

" Typewritten," said the Count dryly. 

" Ah ! " The Prefect was becoming interested. 
" I might have known, of course. Nevertheless, 
we should have held him on suspicion.** 

" We'll get him — later." 



b,Googlc 



ONE MILLION FRANCS 66 

** Later?** iDquired the Prefect in aurprite. 

** HOTT SO? *» 

"He Mrared me positively that he mnild re- 
turn — to get the nioney he demands,** added the 
Count, with a lau^ 

The Prefect laughed also. " If he does he'll 
be a fool. We're certain to arrest him. I doubt 
very much, however, if Be will come.** 

" What do you advise? ** asked the Count. 

He Prefect looked at his watch. ** Before I 
make my plans,** he said, ** I must talk the mat- 
ter over with my assistant, Mr. Duvall.** 

"Duvall? Who is he? •• 

**One of my best men. An American. He 
came here from New York a few months ago in 
connection with a blackmailing outrage recently 
perpetrated in that city. He brought me very 
strong letters from the authorities there, who re- 
quested that, to facilitate his work, I should as- 
sign him to regular duty in my department. 
This I gladly did, aj^reciating the opportunity 
to avul myself of his unusual abQitiea. During 
the past few months I have employed him on many 
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catei and his success Iiu been remarkabk. The 
only instances in which he has faUed have been 
the several outrages which have occurred during 
the past three months and which I have reason to 
believe have been the work of the same persons 
who are now threatening ;ou. Mr. Duvall has a 
special interest in these cases, and for that reason 
I have decided to place him in charge of this one. 
I am expecting him to meet me here at one 
o*cloclt.** 

The Count seemed a trifle uneasj. " He can 
do DO more than arrest this fellow Girard when 
he returns to-night.** 

" If he returns. Bat why should he? ** 

**He pretends to believe that I am going to 
give him this money. The fellow must be either 
a madman or a foot" 

The party about the table were so deeply in- 
terested in their conversation that they faQed to 
observe the tall figure in a long gray overcoat 
which for several moments past had occupied a 
position just outside of the French windows at 
the right of the room. Both the Prefect and tlie 
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Cotint sat witb their backs toward the windowt 
vhOe Emile was nodding sleepS; over his cigai^ 
«tte. Jast before the Count finished speaking, 
the man outside the window drew it gently open 
and stepped into the library. D*Este was the 
first to bear his footsteps. He tamed, and, see- 
ing the tall fiigure advancing toward him, sprang 
to his feet. " Girard ! " be shouted, pointing. 

Emile and the Prefect rose in alarm, the lat- 
ter, with an exclamation, reaching in bis pocket 
for his revolver. 

" At your service. Monsieur the Count,** said 
Girard easily, as he drew a revolver from one of 
the pockets of his overcoat and carelessly pre- 
soited it. "Be seated, gentlemeii. Do not be- 
come excited, I beg.** 

D'Este fell helplessly back into his chair with 
aa oath, lie Prefect, evidently reconsidermg 
his ori^a] intention to draw his revolver, now 
that Girard's weapon threatened him, paused 
with his hand half-way to his pocket. " What 
do you want here? " he demanded firmly. 

" Permit me to exjdain,** said Girard, bowing. 
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" I see that it is necessary, gentlemeo, for me to 
impress upon jou one fact. I want one million 
francs. I intend to have one milUon francs. 
If 70U wish to arrest me, yon most jdace that 
sum on the taUe in this room at twelve o'clock 
to-ni^t. Unless the money is bene, I shall not 
come for it, and your plans to capture me will 
faQ." He lauded grimly. "You see, my 
friends, I give you every opportunity. All I 
ask is that you have the money here." 

" Arrest him ! " shouted the Count, looking at 
the Prefect in helpless rage. 

Girard made a gesture with his revolver, as the 
Prefect took a step forward. " Wait, Monsieur. 
Do not be hasty," He again addressed the Count. 
" See that you do as I say." 

** And if I do not? " inquired the latter pomp- 
ously, as be began to recover his courage. 

" Then, Monsieur, I am afraid that I shall 
be under the painful necessity of killing you." 
He smiled, then began to go toward the door. 

''Stop him! Stop him!" roared the Count. 
Emile, meanwhile, began to call in a loud voice 
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for the Berrants. The Prefect attempted unsuc- 
ceEsfuUy to interpose himself between Girard and 
the door. ** Do not attempt to leave the house ! ** 
he cried. 

Girard turned in the doorway and stood there 
for a moment, revolver in hand, regarding the 
others with an irritating smile. " It is impera^ 
tire, Monsieur,** he said. **I hare a most iof 
portant engagement." 

" Stop ! " shouted the Prefect. " You are 
under arrest," Emile still continued to shout 
loudly for Eug^e. The Count had rushed to 
the side of the room and was furiously pressing 
the electric tell. " I have two men outside,*' the 
Prefect said. Girard made him a low bow. " I 
shall be happy to pay my respects to them. 
Monsieur." He stepped quickly into the hall, 
slammed the door shut behind him and locked it. 

In the library, all was confusion. The Count 
left the bell which he had been so ineffectually 
ringing, and, going to the door, tried the knob, 
*' The scoundrel has locked us in,** he shouted. 

*' Break open the door," said the Prefect, 
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throwing his vei^t against it, but the door, of 
unuaually solid construction, resisted bis efforts. 
He drew a silver whistle from his pocket and blew 
three sharp blasts upon it, " My men will get 
him outside," he said to IXEste, who wu hopping 
about, mad with rage. 

It was several moments before the door was 
opened by the butler, 

" Where is he? " demanded the Count. 

The servant seemed somewhat taken aback. 
" Who, monsieur? " he inquired. 

" The fellow who just went out, you imbecOe." 

" Pardon, Monsieur, I do not understand. I 
saw no one.** 

"Were you not in the outer hall?" the Count 
asked angrily. 

"No, Monsieur, I was in the pantry until 
you rang." As he spoke they heard someone 
rapping violently upon the front door at the end 
of the halL The Prefect rushed to the door and 
threw it open. The newcomer was Richard Du- 
valL 

"Hello, Chief!" he exclaimed, looking quickly 
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alxNit at the otlien, " You aeem a bit disturbed. 
What's the trouble?" 

The Prefect put his hand upon I>uTa1]*B arm, 
excitedly. " Tbe man vbo just left the house 1 
Did you get him? " 

** I don't quite understand,** said Duvall, 
greatly surprised. " I did sot see anyone leave 
the house." 

" How long have you been here? " 

" I only just arrived." 

** Was there no one outside? " 

"No one, with the exception of your men, in 
the automobile at the door. They wanted to 
come in when they heard your signal, but I told 
them that I would attend to the matter." 

Monsieur Ijefevre started back in amazement. 
Duvall's words seemed almost impossible of belief. 
" Sacrfl " he cried. " The thing is incredible ! " 

It was not until the two assistants bad been 
called into the hall, and had substantiated Du- 
vall's story, that the Prefect was convinced. 
Here remained only one solution of the matter. 
Girard must atiU be in the house. A thorough 
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search wna at once undertaken, but, although the 
hotue vaa ransacked from garret to cellar, not 
the sligjitest trace of the missing man was to be 
found. Victor Girard had inexplicably vanished. 
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THE remarkable (tiBappearance of Victor 
Girard completely upset the Prefect and 
bis m^i. It seemed so incomprehensible, so con- 
trary to all natural lavs. That the man had 
escaped somehow was evident, but how he had 
managed to do so, in broad dayhght, was more 
than any of the party could teU. The search of 
the house was thorou^ — it was half an hour 
before they were again assembled in the li- 
brary. 

** This fellow, Girard, I iinderstani),** begaii 
Duvall, addressing the Count, " has been writing 
yoa threatening letters." 

" SacT^, yes ! " 

** Suppose you give us all the details. Count,*' 
said the Prefect. ** I myself only know what 
little you told me over the telephone." 

The Count requested his guests to be seated. 
*^ For the past month," he said, ** I have been the 
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victim of a frightful persecation. lliis fellov» 
Garard — " 

" Ib the name known to your department, Mon~ 
sieurP " inquired Duvall of hia superior. 
" No. I have never heard it before." 
" Pardon my interruption," said Duvall. 
'Hie Count nodded. ** Every day," he resumed, 
" for over a month, I have been getting these 
letters.** He drew a number of the documents 
from his pocket and handed them to the Prefect 
and Duvall who examined them with interest. 
" As you win observe, the fellow continually de- 
mands that I turn over to him the sum of one 
million francs." 

" Why does he demand tltis money? ** 
'• I don't know. He gives no reason.** 
** Strange! " said Duvall, as be handed the let- 
ters back to the Count. ** PoMibly he is acting 
for some third party.** 

" What do you mean ? " asked the Count sus- 
piciously. 

"Why — just what I said. Some enemy of 
yours, perhaps.** 
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llie Count drew himself up stiffly. " I trust I 
have no such enemies, Monsieur," lie exclaimed. 

" You never can tell," remarked Duvall. 
** You sa; the fellow has made threats ? " 

" Yes. He threatens, unless I place one mil- 
lion francs (m this table at tirelve o'clock to- 
ni^t, to kill me. The Prefect heard it. My 
cepbev heard it." He looked toward the others 
as they nodded confirmation of bis statemoits. 
" It is infamous." 

DuTall gaxed at IVEste reflectively. "What 
are you going to do about it? " he asked. 

" How do I know? " replied the Count, with ill- 
concealed irritation. " That is what I have 
called on you gentlemen for. What do you ad- 
vise? " 

DuvsJl took out his watch and consulted it. 
" I advise you. Count, to go to the bank and 
draw out one million francs at once.** 

The Count fairly jumped from his chair in lus 
astonishment. "What?" he cried. "Are you 
mad?" 

" My dear Duvalt," said tbei Prefect, almost 
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equally aBtonished. " Do you realize -wbAt you 
are saying? " 

"Perfectly.'* Durall seined quite at Itia 
ease. " We wanti the man — we mmt bcut the 
trap." 

** But," exclaimed the Count excitedly, ** we 
could use blank paper — a blind. There is no 
necessity for really having the money here.** 

" I do not agree with you, S^fonsieur. We are 
dealing with a very shrewd fellow. He would 
know." 

" Nom de Dim! HowP " 

" Undoubtedly he is having you watched. If 
you do not go to the bank — draw the money — 
he will know it. We cannot afford to miss tlua 
(^portunity of capturing a man whom I firmly 
believe to be one of the most dangerous criminals 
in Paris. Believe me. Count, you had best do as 
I say." 

" But, my dear sir, a million francs ! " 

Duvall smiled reassuringly. " The money will 
be perfectly safe. You yoursdf shall stand 
guard over it. The house will be surrounded. I 
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aec DO iraj, whatever, in vhich the safety of the 
monej could be in doubt. And then, Mmuieur 
the Count, do not forget that this fellow has 
threatened to kill you. I ccmslder your life to be 
in grave danger." 

" You think he would dare to cany out his 
threat? " asked the Count, shuddering. 

" Undoubtedly. Only last month, the Baron 
Delatour was shot under very much the same cir- 
cumstances. No doubt you remember the case. 
The newspapers were full of it. I should not 
be surprised if this were the work of the same 
gang." 

" You think it possible? " 

" I certainly do." 

" Very well," said D^Este, thoroughly fright- 
ened. " I will do as you advise." 

" Good. And now, tell me a little more about 
this affair. Surely you must have some sus- 
picions as to why the fellow demands this money." 

" None, whatever," said the Coimt indignantly, 
** as I have already told you." 

" You don't owe anyone that amount, do you ? " 
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" Monsieur! " The Count half-rose in his chair 
and gazed at Duvall in anger. ** Do you wish 
to insult me? " 

** Duvall! Duvall 1 Monsieur the Count is a 
French gentleman," said the Prefect. 

Duvall turned to D'Eate irith a twinkle in his 
eye. **I beg your pardon, Count," he laughed. 
** I should have said, ' does anyone claim that you 
awe him that aanountP ' Be frank, Monsieur. 
We must get to the bottom of this matter, you 
know." 

Tlie Prefect nodded in agreement with I>uvaII*s 
remark. " If there is anything further to tell. 
Monsieur, you had much better acquaint us 
with it,** 

"I — I — tiiere is some such claim," stam- 
mered the Count, " A piece of nonsense — my 
step-dauf^ter. Miss Ellicott — ** 

" Miss Ellicott ? " inquired Duvall, surprised. 
" Is the lady an Afberican? " 

" Yes. The niece of my deceased wife." 

" And she claims that you owe her money? " 

" She claims that her aunt left her a large sum. 
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Of course the thing is quite absurd. It has 
nothing to do with the threats which are being 
made by this fellow, Girard.'* 

" How do you know that? ** 

** I have questioned her closely. She knows 
aothing." 

** Nevertheless, Count, it seems to me a curious 
coincidence, I should like to question the lady 
myself." 

"It win be useless. Monsieur," asserted the 
Count stiffly. " Nothing will be gained." 

** I am the best judge of that," said Duvall, as 
he rose from his chair. *' Fll see her presently." 
Be glanced about the room, then strode over to 
the door leading to the study. ** Where does this 
door lead? " he asked. 

** To my private cabinet. Tlere is no other 
entrance to the room exc^t the one you see." 

Duvall entered the room and made a brief ex- 
amination of it, returning almost immediately to 
the library. " And the door there — " he pointed 
to that which led to the main hall — ^"will of 
course, be guarded by your servants, as well as 
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by my mai outside. Girard, therefore, if he 
comes at all, must ester by means of the win- 
dov." He turned to the window, threw it open, 
and looked out into the garden. 

" Undoubtedly,'* assented the Prefect, 

The detective turned from the window, 
" Count, what house servants have youp ** he in- 
quired suddenly. 

"My butler, Eug^e, my chef, my valet, 
Madame Chiche, my housekeeper, and two or 
three assistants, all of them old family servants. 
I believe them to be honest." 

I>uvbU smiled. '*AI1 servants are honest. 
Count, until they prove otherwise. The women? " 

** Three maids, only one of whom sleeps in the 
house." 

"Ah," remarked Duvall with a smile of satis- 
faction. " Send for her." 

The Count rang the beU, " She is the one I 
should suspect, if any." 

"Why?" inquired Duvall. 

" Only this morning I had reason to believe 
that she was listestng at the keyhole." 
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" Hwy all do," laughed DaTall. " Have you 
had her longP ** 

" About six months," replied the Count, as the 
butler came to the door. **Eugtee," he said, 
" send Gabrielle here." 

When the man had gone, the Prefect, iriK> had 
been listening carefully to all that I>UTalI had 
said, made a suggestion. " Would it not be bet- 
ter. Monsieur Duvall, that this young woman 
should not know of our presence here P " 

" On the contrary," replied his assistant, " I 
think it better to tell her fully of the trap we 
propose to lay." 

" SacrS hleul " inquired the Count with grow- 
ing irritation. "Why?" 

" Because, Monsieur, if she is in league with 
this fellow Girard, the first thing she wilt do, 
after learning of our presence here, and of our 
plana to capture him, will be to try to warn him." 

"Well?" The Count did not appear to be 
greatly impressed. 

** Meanwhile," Duvall went on, ** I shall have 
her carefully watched. If she attempts to com- 
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municate with him in anj way, I shall leam of 
it, and thereby obtain the feUow^s address. It is 
not impossible, Monsieur, that we may have him 
under arrest before nightfall." 

The Prefect turned to D'Este with a pleased 
smile. " Yon see, my dear Count," he said, 
"Mmsieur Duvall is a shrewd one, ehP" 

"Perhaps it is not such a bad idea," agreed 
their host, as the maid came into the room. The 
girl appeared to be very nervous. *' You sent 
for me. Monsieur P " she inquired. 

" Yes," said the Count. ** This gentleman — ** 
he indicated Duvall — 'Srishea to ask you a few 
questions," 

Duval! fixed his eyes steadily upon the maid for 
several moments, and then took a step toward her, 
*' Gabrielle," he said in a harsh voice, " we are 
going to place a million francs on tiie table in this 
room a little before twelve o'clock to-night. Your 
accomplice, Victor Girard — " 

She started back, interrupting him with a little 
cry, " Monsieur! " she said, frightened. 

" Your accomplice, Victor Girard," went on 
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DuvaH oooll;, " vill come for the money. We 
shall have the room guarded — the house sur- 
toimded. He cannot escape. If jou wish to 
save him from arrest — ** 

A^ain she interrupted. "Monsieur — jou — 
you are imulting." She hegan to sob hys- 
terically. 

DuTall went up to the girl, took her by the 
wrist, and spoke a few words sharply into her 
ear. Tlie others could not hear what he said, but 
the effect of his remarks were electrical. The girl 
looked at him transfixed with terror, her face 
blanched, her eyes half-starting from their 
sockets. D'Este and the others looked on in 
wonder. I>uTall dropped ber band and stepped 
back. " I refer to that Antwerp case, my ex- 
cellent young woman. You are in a tight place. 
Take my advice and be careful." 

She seemed about to collapse. **Y-y-yeB, 
Monsieur." 

Duvall pointed to the door. " Now, go,*' he 
said. The girl went quietly out. 

" What did you say to her? " inquired the Pre- 
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feet, laughing. "You frightened the poor girl 
half out of her irits." 

" I know the woman," said DutaU quietly. 
" She was in that Delatour case. I merely men- 
tioned her real name to her." He tamed to the 
Count and his face wore an expression of extreme 
gravity. " You are is great danger, Moosiekir," 
he said earnestly. '* Be on your guard." 

" Such a woman — in my house? Sacri bleul 
I shall discharge her at Mice." 

DuTall placed his hand upon D*Este*B arm. 
" My dear Count, you will do nothing of the sort. 
Leave the woman to me. I will attend to her." 

" But a thief — here — in my house? " 

** He is ri^t, my dear Count," said Lefevre. 
** The girl is now thoroughly frightened. She 
will not know what to do, and therefore she is 
certain to do the wrong thing. She can do no 
harm here. We shall have her well watched. 
Trust me for that." 

" And now," said Duvall. " I should like to 
question Miss Ellicott." 

D*E0te went to the door. "Very well," he 
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said, " I will bring tier here." He was about to 
leave the room when the Prefect stopped him. " I 
am obliged to leave you, now. Count," he said, 
shaking hands. *' Monsieur Duvall will take 
charge of the case in my absence. You can safely 
depend upon him. Permit me to wish you good- 
morning.'* He accompanied D'Este into the hall, 
followed by Emile. 

"Make yourself quite comfortable, Monsieur 
Duvall," said the Count, pausing in the doorway. 
" Miss Ellicott will be here immediately." 

" Thanks,** said DuvalL " Of course I must 
see her alone." 

" Alone? " 

"Yes. It is quite necessary. She would not 
speak freely if a third person were present." 

The Count made a grimace. " Very well, Mon- 
sieur, But let me warn you. She will tell you a 
pack of lies. I trust you will have too much sense 
to believe them." 

" In my business, Count," obserTed Duvall 
dryly, ** the first lesson we leam is never to be- 
lieve a woman." 
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Left alone, Duvall glaDCed carefull; about the 
room, then went to the French windov and, lean- 
ing out, took a Bwift survey of the garden. Ap- 
parently satisfied with what he saw, be drew the 
window shut, and stepped to the electric switch 
on the walL With a quick movement he pressed 
the button and at once all the lights in the room 
were turned on. Thej included not only the dome 
lamp over the desk, bat several wall brackets situ- 
ated about the sides of the apartment. Again he 
pressed a button and all the lights went out with 
the exception of the one over the desk. He re- 
peated the operation a third time and the light 
in the dome lamp wait out. He uttered an ex- 
clamation, then apparently satisfied with the re- 
sult of his investigations, proceeded to the desk, 
sat down and, drawing toward him a piece of note- 
paper, began to write rapidly upon it. 

He apparently had not observed Gabrielle, who, 
during his manipulation of the electric switch, 
had appeared in the doorway and stood watching 
him, an expression of mingled curiosity and fear 
showing in her face. For several moments she 
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stood looking intently at him as he sat at the 
desk, his back toward her. She seemed unable 
to make up ber mind whether or not to apprise 
him of her presence. Suddenly he spoke, with- 
out turning or in any way chaoging his position. 

" Ah, mademoiselle ! " he remarked quietly. ** I 
see you have lost no time.** 

She staggered back in astonishment, clutching 
at the side of the door to support herself. **I 
came — " she began hesitatin^y. 

" To get this note I have written you," he said, 
rising and coming toward her. " Read it — " 
he placed the piece of paper in her band — " you 
will &td it both interesting and profitable.** 

** But, Monsieur, I — ** 

"Read it,** he repeated sternly. The girl 
hurriedly examined the note, then ^anoed swiftly 
loward the electric switch. Her astonishment 
seemed to increase momentarily ; she stood looking 
at him, apparently uncertain as to what to do 
next. 

** Now go,** he said shortly, luid stood watch- 
ing her as she went out into the hall. 
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CHAPTER VI 

GRACE EIJJCOTT, althou^ at this time 
in her twentieth year, had lived a pe- 
culiarlj retired and unerentful life. Her father 
had been a profeesor of languages in a small Nev 
England college and here she had grown up in an 
atmosphere of quiet and refinement nntil his 
death some two years before. Her mother had 
died when she was a small child and her only near 
relatives were a brofjier who had joined the vol' 
imteer service and gone to the Philippines, and an 
aunt, who, after being left a large fortune at the 
death of her first husband, had subsequently mar- 
ried the Count D^Este. 

At her father's death, all their small household 
effects had been sold and the girl had gone for a 
time to live with distant relatives in Boston. 'A 
little later, she was left even more alone in the 
world by the death of her brother from fever at 
Manila. It was about this time that het aunt. 
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Tealizing the girl's lonely position, had leat for 
her to ctmie to Paris and make her home there. 

The first few months of her stay in the French 
capital had disclosed to the girl's joathful eyes 
a new and wonderful life, but her happiness waa 
short lived. Within a comparatiTely brief time 
her aunt was strick^i with the slow and appar- 
ently incurable disease which ultimately resulted 
in her death. 

The Countess during her iUness had frequently 
spoken of her wish to provide for the ^I's fu- 
ture, but, being of an optimistic nature, she did 
not realize the seriousness of her complaint until 
almost immediately before the end. On the very 
day of her death she had informed her niece of 
her intentions regarding the making of a will, 
but whether she ever carried them out or not, 
Grace did not know. Ilie girl's subsequent treat- 
ment by the Count had been not unkind, and she 
had willingly left all of her matters in his hands, 
supposing that when the time came the inher- 
itance which she expected would be turned over to 
her. D'Este, however, said nothing, and, when at 
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last G-race siunnioned ap eDougb courage to 
broach the subject to him, he met her request* 
irith a smile of bland inquiry and politely infonned 
her that he had no knowledge of the matter what- 
ever. So tlungs had gone on between them until 
they had culminated in the interview which took 
place between the Count and herself on the morn- 
ing of the coming of Victor Girard in quest of a 
milliiHi francs. 

During all these months, the girl had lived the 
life almost of a recluse. Her only companion was 
the Count's housekeeper, an dderly and somewhat 
ill-tempered French woman, Madame Chiche, 
The latter had very strict ideas on the subject of 
the bring^ng-up of young girls. Grace was not al- 
lowed to go on the streets, even in the daytime, un- 
accompanied, and as Madame Chitdie had a deej^- 
rooted aversion to walking a step more than she 
found absolutely necessary, the girl soon found 
bendf almost a prisoner. Occasionally she would 
go for a drive in the Bois, accompanied by the 
housekeeper, or, on very rare occasions, by the 
Count himself, but the latter had other female 



b,Googlc 



ONE MILUON FRANCS 91 

companions much more to his liking, and she saw 
him seldom. 

Under these circumstances the girl's pride re- 
volted against her dep»ident position, and onlj 
her firm bdief that she would in some wa; he able 
to get what she felt belonged to her, made it possi- 
ble for her to endure it. Several months before 
the incident recorded in the opraiing chapter she 
had written to the relatives in Boston with whom 
she had previous!; stayed, explaining the circum- 
stances, but bejond a brief reply, acknowledging 
the receipt of her letter, and promising to look 
into the matter, she had heard nothing further. 
She had about reached a determination to return 
to America at once, when she received the mys- 
terious letter, in the feminine handwriting, which 
had been the cause of her quarrel with the Count. 

When be came to her room, to summon her to 
her meeting with Duvall, he found her engaged 
in packing her clothes into a small trunk. After 
the words which had passed between them that 
morning, she felt that anything would be pref- 
erable to enduring a further stay under hia roof. 
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Tbe Count expressed great surprise and an- 
nojaQce at sight of her preparations. He urged 
ber to reconsider the matter, to think over for 
a fev daje at least his proposition that she should 
marry hia nephew. He promised to increase the 
allowance which he was giving her, and endeavored 
hj every means in hb power to induce her to 
change her mind. 

She refused to listen to his arguments ; the only 
concession she would make was to agree to post- 
pone her departure until the end of the we«k. 
She went down to the library somewhat nnwill- 
Jttgly, and found Richard Duvall impatiently 
awaiting her. Tbe Count had told her that a 
detective from tlie Prefecture wished to ask her 
a few queations. She could not understand 
wherein the matter of Victor Girard concerned 
her, but tlieT« seemed no good reason why she 
should refose to see the detective, and she realized 
that any objection on her part to doing so might 
be oonatmed as an evidence of some connection 
between herself and Girard. 

Duvall pushed toward her a chair and asked her 
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to be seated. "(A — no," she said in some 
agitation. " I can't stay. What u it you want 
with me?" 

** First,** replied Duvall kindly, observing her 
agitation, " to assore you that I am your friend.'* 

" I'm afraid I haven't any friends here,** she 
said with a somewhat pathetic smile. ** Every- 
one aeaoB to be against me.** 

Be realized at once her distress, and the sight 
of a fellow countrywoman in so great trouble 
•tirred all of his feelings of chivalry. He came 
op to her and took her hand. " Believe me. Miss 
Ellioott, I am not against you. On the contrary, 
I am only too anxious to do everything is my 
power to help you." The girl drew her hand 
away and glanced at him in surprise. " You — 
you are an American, are you not?** she asked 
timidly. 

"Indeed, I am,'* replied Duvall, smiling. 
" Don't I look it? " 

She was forced to laugh in spite of her fears. 
There wag something about this man*8 smile, the 
merry twinkle of his eyes, the quiet tones of his 
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yoice, that reassured her, and made tier feel, 
when be said he was her friend, that he meant it. 
" You certainly do," she replied, ** and I can't 
tell you hov glad I am to meet somebody from 
home, again." Then, rememhering bis mission iai 
the house, she became suddenly serious. ** But, 
you — you are a detective? " she asked. 

" Yes," be agreed ; " that is true." 

" And you are employed by the Count D^Este? ** 
she went on, with growing agitation. 

He reassured her with a smile and a look of 
honest admiration. ''No, Miss Ellicott. I am 
employed by the city of Paris. I am here to find 
out why a certain Victor Girard is trying to force 
your uncle to give him a million francs.** He 
darted a keen glance at her. " Do yoa know? " 

" I ? Certainly not ! " Clearly her surprise was 
not assumed. It was evident that this young 
g^l could have no dealings with a man of Victor 
Girard's type. " How should IP " she continued, 
looking at him with untroubled eyeS. 

** But you, yourself, claim some BTicb. aniouni 
from the Count P." 
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** Yes, that is true." 

*' And ;ou know notlung of thia man? " 

" Nothing." 

H« took a step or iwo about the room. ** You 
, have written to friends in 'America, have you 
not?" 

His question: surprise Her. **How do you 
know that? '* she asked. 

" It waa the obvious thing for ymi to <lo. Have 
thej done anything to help you? " 

" Nothing." 

" The Count, I understand, refuses to admit 
your claim?" 

"Yes. He will not lisCen to me. The only 
thing he has suf^ested is that I should marry his 
nephew." 

The idea of this attractire young girl marry- 
ing a man of Emile's type seoned to cause the 
detective considerable amusement. "Of course 
you have refused," he said. 

"Of course." 

Again the detective took her Hand, and this 
time she did not withdraw it. lliere was some- 
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thing about the man which inspired her with con- 
fidence. ** Miss Ellicott," he said gravely, " take 
my advice — be patient, and wait. I do not en- 
tirely understand this matter yet, but I advise 
you to stay right here and see what happens. 
From what I can learn, if this money was really 
left you, your uncle has arranged matters so 
cleverly that it will he almost impossible for you 
' legally to prove your claim, but it may be that I 
can do something to help you, and, if I can, you 
may be very sure that I will." 

" It's awfully good of you," she ssdd, bhishing 
at the earnestness with which he spoke and the 
outspoken admiration of his gaze. 

"What? — to stand by a countrywoman who 
needs meP Pd be a pretty sort of an American 
citizen if I didn't.** 

*' I am very grateful, very." She looked up at 
him with tears in her eyes, and Duvall swore 
softly to himself, and made up his mind that, if 
oi^rtunity offered, he would make the Count 
lyEste bitterly sorry for any injustice which he 
had done this girl. 
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* If only my brother were alive ! " she said, her 
Toice trembling sli^tlj. ''You see I have no 
one at all upon whom I can depend. He died in 
Manila nearly two years ago.** 

lie detecUve was touched by her grief. ** Let 
me take his place,** he said softly, •* Do what- 
ever I tell you. Trust me implicitly. I'll see you 
safely through this thing, if I have to fl^t the 
whole Paris police force." He placed hia hand 
for a moment gently upon ber shoulder. ** We^re 
a long way from home, little girl,** he said, look- 
ing at her tenderly. "We've got to stand to- 
gether." 

"How can I thank you?** she replied, with 
more of hope in her voice than she had felt for 
somfc time. 

"Ill tell you that — later,'* laughed Duval]. 
As he §poke the Count came into the room. 

D*Este looked from one to the other, an ex- 
pression of annoyance crossing his face. " WeQ, 
what have you found out ? ** he demanded gruffly, 

" Your niece. Count, knows nothing whatever 
of this maoj Girard.** 



b,Googlc 



99 ONE MILLION FRANCS 

" I told you that before^" said the Counli vitb 
a scowL 

" So you did.** Duvall met the other*B iU na- 
ture inth smUing indifference. ''Howerer* I 
vanted to find out for roysdlf." 

D^Este obflerred something in the attitude of 
the detective toward his niece which displeased 
him. ** I suppose she has told you of her absurd 
claims," he said, faring at the girl in evident 
dislike. 

" Yes, she did mention it," said Duvall lij^tly, 
with a ^ance toward Grace. 

" My niece, Mr. Duvall," remarked the Count 
with an assumption of gayety, " is obsessed with 
this ridiculous idea. It requires all my patioice 
to humor her. Sometimes I think that she is not 
quite Ti^t here." He tapped his forehead sig- 
nificantly. 

His words and the actions which accompanied 
them made Grace furious. ** You know very 
well," she exclaimed, *' that I claim only what be- 
longs to me.** 

B'Este turned on her, smothering an oath. 
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** B« quiet ! " he said rou|^;. " You an in- 
sulljug." 

She was not to be intimidated so easily;. *< In- 
BuItingP — to object when you try to tob me? " 

The Count approached her, his face contorted 
with anger. IhivaU watched the acrae with slowly 
rifling temper. " Be quiet \ " D'Este repeated, 
■eiziDg her by the wrist, **Go to your room I" 

The ^rl tried to strug^ from his grasp, look- 
ing meanwhile appealingly at Duvall. " Don't 
get excited, Count," said the latter, placing his 
hand upon the noUeman's arm, " or I might for- 
grt — " 

*' Forget what? " said IVEste, wheeling sud- 
denly upon him. 

Duvall met his furious glances with quiet good 
nature. *' 'Hiat you are an older man than I 
am," he said significantly. 

The Count dropped Grace's wrist and fell back 
in amazement. " You dare to threaten mef " he 
shouted. 

" Now, Count," said Duvall, laughing, ** don't 
lose your temper. Bemember that Miss Ellicott 
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is an American lady. In my country we do not 
treat women that way." He pointed to the girl 
who was feding her bruised wrist. " If you for- 
get that, I shall be under the painful necessity of 
giving you a good thrashing." 

" fiom de Dieul " gasped the nobleman, quiver- 
ing witli rage. 

*' I don't know anything about your quarrel 
with Miss EUicott," the detective went tm, as he 
took up his hat and ^oves. " I have nothing 
to do with it. Fm here, as a member of the Paris 
police force, to catch this fellow Girard, and I 
intend to do it. But Miss EUicott is an Ameri- 
can, Count, and so am I; so don't do anything 
foolish." He went toward the door. " It might 
not be healtJiy for you. Good-morning, Miss 
EUicott. Good-morning, Count." He bowed 
and left them. 
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EMILE D'ESTE left bis uncle'e house in a 
somewhftt perturbed state of mind. He 
was not at all pleased with the suggestion, indeed 
the commands, which his uncle had given him con- 
cerning this proposed marriage. He regarded 
the whole affair as very much of a bore, and would 
infinitely have preferred to live on his present 
care-free existence without amlnfuon, responsibUity 
or tangible future. Of course, there was the bait 
of the twenty-fire thousand francs a year which the 
Count held out to him, but the more he thought 
the matter over, the greater his disinclinaticn to 
this sudden and unexpected giving-up of bis gay 
bachelor life. Then, too, there was the certainty 
that Grace Ellicott did not by any means regard 
him favorably as a prospective husband. He 
realized that, if this dangerous plan which his 
uncle had suggested should be carried out, he was 
likely to be in for some extremdy unpleasant ^- 
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periencea. Tlie idea of forcing this ^rl to tie- 
cc»ne his wife against her wishes was highly ot>- 
jectiooable to him, Bot because he considered her, 
but because he considered himself. Life with an 
agreeable and docile wife was likely, he felt, to be 
bad enough ; with this girl, who would undoubtedly 
hate him, it seemed almost out of the question. 
If it had not been for the fact that it lay within 
his uncle's power to cut him off without a penny 
in the world, he would have refused to have any- 
thing to do with the matter idiaterer, but what 
the Count D'Este said was law, as far as Emile 
was concerned, and he knew that there was nothing 
for him to do but to obey. 

He put off tile uni^easant duty of going to see 
Madame Tissot aa long as possible. Instead of 
proceeding at once to the Rue L'Hirondelle, he 
strolled over to the little caf£ on the Boulevard 
des Italiens, where he was in the habit of taking 
lus midday meal, and sat down in a very gloomj; 
frame of mind. A glass of absinthe revived bis 
spirits somewhat, but it was quite late in the 
afternoon before he biou^t himself to the point 
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of going in the direction of Cb'arcnton, vhere the 
yrom»n*$ lodging-house was located. 

He found the place after some difficulty, having 
been directed by a streeC gamn vho looked vith 
surprise at his wetl-dressed questioner. It was 
a dilapidated-looking building on a narrow street 
bordering the river. The ground floor was givoi 
over to the purposes of a cheap caf& Bmile ob- 
served throuf^ the dirty ^ass windows, hung 
with cobwebs, a number of small marble-topped 
tables about which were grouped several rou^- 
looking men and two or three loudly dressed 
womnL Evidently the place was a resort of 
Apaches and criminals of the lowest order. He 
went to the door of the caf£ and a greasy-looking 
waiter, with fierce mustaches, stepped up to him 
inquiringly. When he told the fellow that be 
desired to see Madame Tissot, the waiter look 
surprised for a moment, and, leaving him, held a 
harried consultation with the dame At comptoir, 
a middle-aged and rather fat Woman who sat be- 
hind a little desk in one comer of the room. This 
woman, aft» inspecting Emile carefully, disap- 
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peared into a rear room, and presently returned 
vith tbe information that Madame llesot was 
out, EUid TAs not expected back until a late hour. 
She asked Emile to leave his name, hut he refused 
to do so. He did not like the looks of some of 
the men in the caf£, and the glances that they 
cast at him made him feet glad that it was still 
broad daylight in the streets outside. As he left 
the house he noticed a stairway leading up from 
a little hall adjoining the lower room. A small 
sign to the right of the doorway proclaimed the 
fact that rotHns and apartments were to b« had 
above at very moderate prices. He walked along 
for some distance before he found a cab. Half 
an hour later he descended at bis rooms prepara- 
tory to dressing for dinner. 

He had almost made up his mind to leave the 
whole matter until the following morning, but 
he remembered his uncle's parting words as he left 
the bouse, cautioning him under no circumstances 
to neglect to see the woman before the day was 
over. He spent a rather quiet evening with some 
friends at the Marigny Theater, and about ten 
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o'clock left the party and, taking a cati, again 
droTe to the house in the Rue L'Hirondelle, 

This time Madame 'Hsaot was at home. His 
previous visit had no doubt been reported to her, 
as well as a careful description of himself, for do 
iooner had the waiter caught sight of Emile than 
he signaled to follow him into the rear room. 

The caf£ presented a very (Afferent appearance 
from that which it had worn during the visit of 
the afternoon. It was hrightij lighted and welt 
ffllad with patrons. A thin, half-starved-Iooking 
anuioian was playing on a violin, accompanied 
by another who sat at a small upri^t piano. A 
flashily-dressed ^rl was singing a music-haD bal- 
lad in a high nasal voice. There was much loud 
talking and lau^ter and the smell of cheap cigars 
and cigarettes. The occupants of the place all 
turned and looked at Emile curiously as he passed 
tbrou^ the room. 

Madame Tissot was sitting in a small pantry in 
the rear of the caf£, pouring out liquors and 
various other drinks as the waiter hurried in witH 
the empty glasses. She was a woman of neariy 
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forty, handsome in a loud and somewhat coane 
way, her hair quite evidently bleached, and h«* 
cheeks thickly covered with rouge. She looked 
up as Bmile oame in, and stared at him with what 
he thou^t was the coldest pair of eyes he had 
ever seen in a human face. ^Well, my little 
fri^d," elie inquired, with a wink and a smile, 
*' what can I do for you? ** 

Emile waited until the waiter had left the room, 
and then, leaning over, told her in a low voice lus 
name, and explained that his uncle, the Count 
IVEste, wished to see her at once. 

Hie young man could not help noticing that at 
the mention of his uncle's name the woman's cheeks 
paled perceptibly in spite of their heavy coating 
of rouge. She arose from her seat instantly, 
called fr<Hn the front room a heavily built man, 
with a round, fat, pasty-looking face, whom she 
addressed as La Rue, and after a few moments of 
whispered consultation with him asked Emile to 
wait while she made herself ready to accwnpany 

She went out through the caf^, no doubt, Emile 
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thoui^t, to go to the upper floors of the house hx 
meaiu of the gtaircase which he had observed in 
the outcar haU. He waited for her perhaps fifteen 
or trwcotj minutes, the man whom she had ad- 
dressed as La Rue serriiig out the drinks in her 
absence. This person paid no attention to Emile 
beyond offering a glass of cognac which was 
promptly refused. 

He had ordered the cabman to wait for him 
at the door, as he had no intention of undertaking 
to find his way back from this questionable locality 
on foot. Madame Tisaot presently i^jpeared in a 
lai;ge plumed hat and a long silk coat, and to- 
gether titey droTe off in the direction of the Ave- 
mie Victor Hugo. 

Throughout the drive the woman did not ask 
Emile for any information regarding the business 
on which the Count wished to see her, nor did he 
Tolunteer any. He felt quite unable to cope with 
a person of Madame Tissot's character; he felt 
sure that the matter could be mudi better handled 
by his uncle. 

When they reached their destination, Emile, 
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on learning that the Count was in the library, re- 
quested Madame Tissot to wait in the drawing- 
room, and at once joined him. D'Este was hi^y 
annoyed at his nephew's long absence. " SacrSt 
So you are here at last," he said angrily. *' What 
the devil have you been doing all this time? " 

" Looking for this Tissot woman, of course." 
Emile was inclined to be somewhat sulky. It was 
not his fault, he felt, if Madame Tissot was not 
at home. 

"Didn't you find her?" the Count demanded. 

*' Yes, at last. She's in the drawing-room." 

The Count rang for bis servant and ordered him 
to bring the wcMnan to the library, then turned to 
his nephew. " Have you told her what we 
wantF " he asked. 

" No, I left that for you. The old gitl is too 
much for me. You know her better." He threw 
himself into a chair and proceeded to lij^t a 
cigarette. " Look here. Uncle, do you think wb 
had better attempt this thing?" 

" Yes, and the sooner the better. If we get 
rid of this fellow Girard to-nij^t, and the girl 
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to-morrow night, there will he bo further trouble.*' 

" But — " began Emile. 

The Count waved aside bis objections. ** I 
know what I'm about. Furtbermore, this fellow 
DuTall is beginning to take an interest in Grace. 
He actually bad the impudence to threaten me. 
IWeVe got to act quickly, or be may cause us 
trouble." 

"Duvall? That's queer." Emile sat up in his 
chair and looked at bis uncle intently. " What 
is his interest? " 

" Oh, ihe girl is a countrywoman of bis. You 
know bow these Abiericans are. Heyll do any- 
thing for a woman." 

Emile, distinctly alarmed, rose from bis chair 
and threw away his cigarette. " Then he may try 
to make trouble for me, afterward. I don't 
want to get into jail orer this thing. Uncle." 

** I hope you are not going to show the i^te 
feather, now. I tell you there is no danger, once 
you and Grrace are married. What could she doP 
Claim that she was drugged? Pshaw! Deny it. 
She can't prove it. This Tissot woman will swear 
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to anything I tell her, and her man, I.a Rue, as 
wdL" 

" You iJiink they are to be trusted, then? ** 

** Trusted? Of coarse they are. 'Hiey don't 
dare do anyUiing except what I say. I can said 
them botli to the guillotine." 'As he concluded 
Madame Tissot came througli the doorway. 

" Well — well I " ehe cried, with a wiclced smile. 
" If it isn't my old friend, Henri) How are you, 
fflon an^ " She came up to him with a mocking 
laugh. " Aren't you going to give me a kiss? " 

Hie Count made an effort to conceal his irri- 
tation. ** 81t dovti, Susette," he said sourly. 
" Don't be absurd. This is business.** 

" Business, eh? You always were a gr«at 
hand for business, Henri. And smart, terriUy 
smart, I feel like a chQd beside you." She 
winked at him broadly, then nodded toward Emile. 
"Is this young man included?'* 

"yes," sud D'Este gravely. "The maltw 
concerns him." 

" So much the better." Sie regarded lEnule 
with a curious smile, her small eyes pierdng him 
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through and througK " A handsome boy, Henri, 
What's the trouble? Been making a fool of lum< 
aelf?" 

*' Not that I Imov of," said the Couni, seating 
himself on the edge of the desk. 

" Ah, weQ, bo j8 will be boja, you Enor," she 
rattled on. " Well I remember yoa> Henri, when 
you werfe twen^-fire. Ah — those Hear old 
days ! " She straightened out her skirte and 
leered at him maliciously. 

lyEate took out his watch and {^aiic«3 at it. 
** I>on*t let's waste time with such talk. I have 
an important engagement in half aa hour — very 
important'. I thought you would have been Gere 
long ago." 

" My dear Henri, don't be inconsiderate," said 
the woman. ** I was forced \o dine with a young 
En^shman. He has money — much money." 
She laughed softly to hersdf. **Not as much, 
though, as he had before.** 

** Trust you to get it," the Count remarked 
pointedly. 

'*Yoa ahraya try to make out, Henri, that I 
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am such a mercenary creatare. It is really most 
unkind.*' 

Her raillery began to get upon his nerves. 
" Sacri bleu! " he cried. " Enough of this non- 
sense ! I want you to do something for me." 

" Doubtless ! I did not suppose you sent for 
me to tell me how much you lore me." 

He paid no attention to her interruption. " I 
hare a niece," he went on. 

" So I've heard," she observed dryly. " What 
about her?" 

" She imajpnes that I owe her a million francs 
— think of it!" 

" Ci&t She evidently has a good imagina- 
tion." 

'* HasnH she? " 

*' And no doubt she is perfectly ri^t." 

" Sacrit Why do you say that ? " 

" My dear Henri," grinned the woman* " have I 
not had the honor of being acquunted witii you 
for twenty years ? " 

"That has nothing to do with the matter,** 
said D*Este, looking uncomfortably at Emile. 
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**The point is, I desire this girl to marry my 
nephew." 

*' Marry our handsome young friend! Mon 
DienI How can she hesitate for a moment? So 
young — so good looking — so chicl Surely she 
does not object? '* 

« Name of a pig! She does object." 

*'And that of course makes you sad. I can 
imagine it. Your talented young nephew, scorned 
by this stupid American — it is monstrous. It 
is to weep." 

*' She must marry him," said the Count sternly. 

"Why? Is he so much in love witii her? Is 
his sensitive young heart broken ? " 

The woman's irony began to make the Count 
furious. " Stop this folly, Susette," he cried. 
" I tell you there is no time to waste. If the 
girl marries him, she will, of course, forget about 
this one million francs." 

" Assuredly. The wife could not, of course, 
accuse the uncle of her dear husband. That 
would be incredible." 

'* She will have — he will have — twenty-five 
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thousand fraocs a year, and the title. Whti 
more could she desire? '* 

"What more, truly?'* said the woman, loab- 
ing at Emile with an inscrutable smile, 

" It seans, however, that we shall need yaur 
assistaDce. I want you to make the girl mairy 
him." 

"I? My dear Henri, you flatter me. How 
could I influence her? " 

" Influence be damned ! If you would stop 
your foolery long enough to hear what I have to 
say, you would understand. I want you to send 
her a note. Tell her you have information which 
will help her to get this money she claims. Let 
her suppose you know something about this will," 

" But you paid me, Henri, to forget about the 
wiU," 

" What difference does that make? Now I pay 
you to remember. You get her to your place — " 

" The Rat's Hole? " inquired the woman, look- 
ing up quickly. 

" Exactly," said the Count, 

" And then, I suppose, our young friend here 
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will drop in and penRi«de the lady to marry him. 
la Out it? »* 

" Preciicly." 

"A sweet plant AIoTelypIan! But suppose 
she refuses? " 

" £F«M>/ Are there not* then, such things as 
chloral? " 

" 3urelj. I quite understand. !A!nd dear old 
Father La Rue for the priest. A fine old fellow ! 
He would out your throat for fifty francs, Ob, 
yes — weTl have a marriage, never fear." 

" And of course," remarked the Count with a 
cruel smile. *' If everything else foils, there is 
the rirer." 

** Isn't it hidcy, Henri, that my rooms overlook 
the Seine? You can throw anyone into the river 
right out of the back windows. That is worth 
soflKibing, Henri,** 

** I trust it will not be necessary.'* 

** But if it is? Think of it, Henri ! — to throw 
this beautiful young giri into the ugly black river! 
'All her soft curves, her tender young body, to be 
swallowed up by^ the cruel Seine ! Is it not horri- 
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ble to contemplate?" She applied the corner of 
her handkerchief oatentatjouslj to her ejes, then 
looked up at him pointedlj. 

" Damn jou ! " cried the Count, who understood 
perfectly what she was getting at. " How mu^ 
do you want? " 

She roee. " Henri," she said, " X am not a mer- 
cenary woman, in spite of what you say. S I 
had been, I might bare had my carriage by now. 
What about ten thousand francs? " 

" Too much," said the Count shortly. 

" Too much — for such a thing? Really, 
Henri, I fear you are becoming stingy in your old 
days." 

" Five." 

Madame Tissot tiiou^it for a moment, and then, 
having apparently reached a decision, raised her 
head. " Five, if she consents. Ten, if we must 
use other means. Is it a bargain ? " 

" Very well. I agree. You will send the note 
to her at once? There is no time to be lost." 

" At once. She will get it iit the morning. I 
wiQ see La Rue to-nij^t. Everything will be 
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atranged. 'And you pay — now ? " Ste ap- 
proached bim, her eyes shining greedily. 

" Certainly not. Afterward." 

*' Henri, you moke me laug^ Twenty-five hun- 
dred francs now, or I do not budge.^ 

" Very well," said the Count with a sour look, 
as he took out his wallet and extracted from it) 
several bank-notes of large denomination. ** Here 
Is the money. I suppose I mast humor you in 
your avarice." 

The w<Mnan took the notes and thrust them 
quickly into her pocketbook. " You ohraya were 
generous, Henri," she said, laughing in lus face. 
" Do yon remember that night we first met — at 
the Moulin Rouge? " 

" Never mind about that," remarked D'Este 
hastily. " Off with you, now, and see that you 
make no mistake." 

** I am your slave," she lauf^ied, and turned to 
leave the room. As she did so, the Count's butler 
appeared in the doorway. "Pardon, Monsieur 
the Count," he siud. ** TTie Prefect of Police is 
here." 
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" Ask him to wait in the drawing-room,'* or- 
dered the Count. *' I will come at once." 

Madame Tissot looked at him, an evil expression 
darkening her face. " The Prefect of Police," 
she said, frowning. " You have strange visitors, 
Henri. Is this a trap? " 

" Oh, no.** The Count hastened to reassure 
her. " He is not here to see jou, [Another mat- 
ter altogether.** 

Madame Tissot appeared to be somewhat re- 
lieved. " I will see you, then, to-morrow ffvening 
— say at nine," she called to £mile as sh(i left 
them. 

'* She's tiie devil,** said the young man, turn- 
ing to lyEste. 

" We need the devil in this business,** remarked 
the latter as he went toward the door, " Comei 
let us join Monsieur the Prefect." 
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CHAPTER Vni 

MONSIEUR LEFEVRE left Wb o«ce at 
the Prefecture about half-pa«t ten that 
eTeoing, while Richard Duvall was still at his desk. 
He Prefect planned to arrive at the house in 
the Avenue Victor Hugo at about half-past 
eleven; he had another call to make on his way 
and asked Duvall to meet him there at that hour. 
They had arranged that the detective was to take 
with him a party of picked men who were to be 
stationed in the garden and about the house so 
as to cut off all possible avenues of escape. It 
was assumed that Girard would enter the garden 
by means of the gateway which fronted on the 
street, but the men surrouDding the house would, 
of course, be so concealed that upon his arrival 
he would not be aware of their presence. 

Had it been certain that the man would ento* 
the garden at this particular gate they might have 
arranged to cause his arrest as soon aa he ap- 
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peared, but there were two objections to tb's 
method of procedure. The first was that it was 
by no means an assured fact that Girard would 
enter the garden in this way. He might, in fact, 
scale the wall at any one of a hundred points, or 
effect his entrance through a second gateway at 
the rear. ^ETie second and periiaps the most im- 
portiint reason lay in the fact that, so far, they 
had DO real evidence against the fellow other than 
the letters, the writing of which he would, of course, 
promptly deny. It seemed essential to the secur- 
ing of a proper case against him that he should 
he actually cau^t in the act of entering the house 
and attempting to make away with the money. 
For this reason it was so arranged that his entry 
should be made as easy as possible. Hie gates of 
the garden were left unlocked and the windows of 
the library open. 

DuTall arrived af the House with his men a few 
moments before the coming of the Prefect. He 
did not at once enter the house, but busied himsdf 
in stationing his assistants in their proper places. 

Two men were to remain in the street without, 
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one in tiie shadow of an adjoining building, the 
other on the opposite side of the roadway. Two 
others were to stand just inside the two gates, but 
carefully concealed from view among the shrub- 
beries. A third pair of mien were detailed to watch 
the library, and were placed in a deep shadow along 
the garden wall about twenty feet from the win- 
dow by which it was expected that Girard would 
enter the house. In spite of the lateness of the 
hour, the night was fairly lig^t, owing to the moon 
which was just rising. 

Having completed all of his arrangements, Du- 
TaU left his men and, advancing to the library win- 
dow, stepped into the room. The li^ts were burn- 
ing brightly, but the room was vacant. He sup- 
posed, as was indeed the case, that D'Este and the 
Prefect were in the drawing-room. Having as- 
sured himself that he was unobserved, he stepped 
up to the electric switch and dashed the lights in 
the room on and off several times, then waited ex- 
pectantly. In a few moments he heard someone 
walking along the carpeted hallway, and Gabrielle 
came into the room. Whomever she expected to 
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meet, it vu clearly not Duvall. Slie sprang bacli 
with a Eudden cry, and would have left the room at 
once, hod Mot the detective stopped her with a ges- 
ture. ** Come bere," he said in a low voiee. Hie 
girl obeyeil lum mechanically, her face exhibiting 
the same fear whidi she had shown ever since her 
first meeting with him. " Where ia the Count? ** 
he asked in a whisper. 

** In the drawing-ro<xn," she replied, " with Mon- 
sieur the Prefect.** 

" .Waiting foi' me, I suppose? ** 

** Yes, Mtmsieur." 

" Who was the woman that left here a few mo- 
menti ago? '* Duvall had seen Madame Tisaot de- 
scending the sCeps of the house as he came up the 
street. 

"I — I think she is cidled Madame Tissot," 
stammered the girl. 

•* What's her game? " 

The iprl drew back withl a sulky erpression. 
** How should I know, Monsieur? " she said, facing 
him with clenched hands. 

** Don't try any of that," said Duvall quiddy> 
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stepping up to ber. '* Speak t I know you were 
listening at the door." 

** Monsieur ! " she protested. 

" Haven't I mode myself perfectly clear? " He 
put his hand upon her arm and compelled her to 
meet his gaze. She did so vith a look of alarm. 
Evidently there was something about the man that 
she could not quite understand, but instinctively 
feared. " Must I warn you again? " 

" Monsieur, I ^ — I am ready," she replied help- 
Icssly. 

** Then answer me. What did that woman want 
here?" 

" She is to send a note to Miss Ellicott to-mor- 
row momtDg, decoying her to her place in the Rue 
L'Hirondelle — the Rat's Hole, it is called." She 
went on and explained to the detective all the de- 
tails of the plot which the Count had arranged for 
the purpose of forcing the marriage between Emile 
and his niece. Duvall listened intently, his face 
flushed with excitement. ** Where is Miss Ellicott, 
now? " he demanded. 

" In her room." 
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" Ask her to come here at once. Tell her that 
Mr, Duvall would like to see her for a moment." 

When the maid had gone, Duvall looked at his 
watch, noted that it was somewhat after half-past 
eleven, and began to walk up and down the room 
nervously, wondering whether he would have time 
to saj a few words to Grace before the Count, who 
no doubt was impatiently awaiting his arrival, 
should come into the library and render the inter- 
view impossible. 

Luck was on his side. Miss EUicott appeared 
almost at once, and Uiere was no sign of interrup- 
tion from the party in the drawing-room. She 
seemed very much surprised to see him ; her face, 
however, showed pleasure as well. He greeted her 
quickly and, coming up to her, began to speak in a 
l^pid voice. " There i^ something I must tell 
you," he said. "We haven't much time. To- 
morrow morning yoa will get a letter from a 
,woman signing herself Madame "Hssot. She will 
ask you to come to her place — it is a lodging- 
house in the Rue Lllirondelle. As an excuse for 
your doing so, she will pretend to have some im- 
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portant information for you in connection with 
this money which you claim was left you by 
your aunt. She will request you to meet her at 
nine o'clocic to-morrow night. The locality is a 
disreputable one, but Vva going to ask you to 
go." 

The girl appeared greatly surprised. "But 
I don't quite understaDd," she said. "Do you 
think that I bad better? " 

" Yes. I consider it absolutely necessary. 
Flease do as I tell you." 

** But it may be a plot," she objected, still 
hesitating. 

" It is a plot, but you will be quite safe. I shall 
be there myself. You will go? " 

" Yes, if you tell me to." She looked at him 
trustingly. 

" Good. Don't let them realize that you are 
suspicious. Hear what this woman has to say. 
You may learn much that will be of value, and, if 
things go as I expect, it will mean an end of all 
your troubles.'* 

" I do hope BO. But how — ? " 
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" I can't tell you that, noir. Leave the reat to 
me. Trust me, that's all I ask.** 

She looked up at him sh;lj, and smiled. *'I 
think I should be willing to trust you, Mr. DuTsU, 
with anything." 

DuTall took her hand in his and pressed it* 
looking at her earnestly, ** I may take you up 
on that some day," he said; then, hearing vcnces 
in the hall, he led her quickly toward the door. 
" You had better run along now," he whispered. 
" I think I hear them coming." He gave ber hand 
a final pressure and she left the room. In a mo- 
ment he heard her softly going up Qx stairs to 
her chamber. 

The Toice of the Count was beard friHn the 
drawing-room doorway further along the hall, in- 
quiring of his servant if anything had been seen of 
Monsieur Duvall. Presently, his patimce ex- 
hausted, he hurried into the library, followed by 
the Prefect and Emile. He appeared greatly as- 
tonished to find Duvall already there, and gmted 
him with the curtest of nods. Their stormy part- 
ing earlier in the day evidently stOl rankled in his 
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mind. "Wba{ &re you doing hereP" he asked 
gruffly. 

"Oh — I just came through the window," re- 
marked the detective with a nod over his shoulder. 
" You see, I wanted to be sure that the way was 
prepared for Victor Girard." 

" The men are posted in the garden, of course? " 
inquired the Prefect. 

"Yes. Every point is guarded." Duvall 
turned to the Count. "You have the money in 
readiness, I hope." 

IVEste scowled, then, reaching into an inner 
pocket, drew out a long, heavy linen envelope, 
fastened with a rubber band. " Here it is," he 
■aid, holding the package in his hand. ** One mil- 
lion francs, in bank-notes. I had a hard time 
getting it, I can tell you. 'A large sum. Mon- 
sieur," he said, turning to Lefevre, ** to raise in 
cash upon a few hours* notice." 

"Not for a millionaire like you, Count," 
laughed Duvall, taking out his watch and consult- 
ing it. " It is getting close to the time. We had 
better get everything in readiness." 
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"You feel sure, then, that he will come?** 
The Count apparent!; had very grave douhts of 
Girard's reappearance. From the way in which 
he held on to the envelope containing the money, 
it was evident that he would not be seriously dis- 
appointed should Uie blackmailer fail to arrive 
on the scene at all. 

"Haven't a doubt of it," said Duvall, going 
over to the desk and pushing to one side some of 
the books and papers which lay upon it, 

" The girl, Gabrielle? " D'Este went on. 
"What do your men report? Has she tried to 
send this fellow any warning? " 

" No. She has not left the house, nor has she 
tried to telephone." 

" How do you know that? '* 

" Had the wire tapped," said Duvall with a 
quiet smile. " By the way, I wish you would send 
for her." 

" Send for her? What for? " 

" It will be safer. I want her right here under 
my eye. Then 1*11 know that she isn't up to any 
mischief." 
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The Count rang tlu bell, alUiough with evident 
hesitation. The idea of having Gabrielle in the 
room did not appeal to him at alL " She may cry 
out — warn him," he objected. 

" It makes no difference if she does," remarked 
Duvall carelessly. " There are half a dozen men 
in the garden and about the house. He cannot 
possibly escape, once he has entered the gate." 

" By having the girl here, where we can watch 
her," said Ijefevrc, *' we shall no doubt be able 
to connect her with this fellow, Girard. So far we 
have no evidence against her. If she betrays her- 
self by the slightest movement, she is lost." 

" And she is almost certain to do it," said Du- 
vall as he CEm[ie over from the table and ap- 
proached the Count. " Now, Monsieur, if you 
will give me the money — " Hq held out his hand 
expectantly. 

D'Este handed him the envelope with a sus- 
picious look. He did not relish the idea of parting 
with it even for a moment. " Let me warn you to 
be very careful," he said, tying Duvoll appre- 
hensively. 
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" My dear Count," said the latter, as be tool: 
it from him, " are you not here? " He crossed 
over to the table and threw the envelope upon it 
directly beneath the dome lamp. " On this table? 
Those were the instructions, were they not? " 

" Yes," said IVEste, his eyes still fixed upon the 
package. He seemed afraid to take his gaze from 
it even for a moment. 

The detectire turned to him and lauded. 
" There is your money, Count. If you let any- 
body walk away with it, it's your own fault." 

" I agree with you, Monsieur," said the noble- 
man, with a grim smile. I>UTall next went over to 
the door which led to the Count's private study 
and pushed it open. The room was in darkness, ex- 
cept where illuminated by the light of the library, 
" When the time comes," he said, turning to 
D'Este, " you, Count, and your nephew, take your 
places here." He pointed to the doorway of the 
cabinet. " Just inside in the shadow. Keep out 
of sight until after he has taken the money. Un- 
der no circumstances give the alarm before. We 
must have the evidence against him." He turned 
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to tbe Prefect. " Maj I ask that you. Monsieur, 
trill guard tbe doonray leading to the hoUP '* 

" Assuredly," said the Prefect, approaching tbe 
door. " No one shall pass here." 

" You have, of course, instructed your servants 
to watch in the hallway beyond?" asked Duvall 
of tbe Count. The latter nodded. " Our men 
have the house surrouBded," went on the detec- 
tive, glancing about the room. ** An ed couldn't 
squirm out of this trap. I shall hide here, behind 
this curtain." He drew aside the heavy tapestry 
hangings to the left of the recess. ** He will not 
be able to see me as he comes in. Once inside, Fll 
guarantee he will not get out again in a hurry. 
You are armed, of course, Count P " 

D*Este thrust his hand into b!s coat pocltet and 
drew out a small pearl-handled revolver, smiling 
significantly as he did so. Duvall turned to Cmile 
with the same question. He was forced to laugh 
as he saw the young man haul from bis pocket a 
huge old-f astuoned dueling pistol. " I see you 
got a man's size, my friend," he said, then again 
addressed tbe Count. " On no account fire, unless 
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it is absolutely necessorj, Mcmsieur. We want if 
possible to take the fellow alive." 

"Wbat does this rascal's life matter?" asked 
D'Este. 

" I believe him to be the head of a desperate 
gang. Unless I am very much mistaken, he is 
the same man that I have followed all the waj 
from New York. By taking him alive, I hope 
to get his confederates as welL" He turned 
quickly as the maid came into the room. 

" Monsieur the Count wishes to speak with meP " 
she inquired, addressing D'Este. 

DuvaU came up to her before the Count had a 
chance to reply. " Do you see that package? " he 
said, pointing to the envelope containing the 
money. 

The girl followed lus outstretched hand witU 
her eyes and nodded. " Yes, Monsieur," 

" It contains bank-notes amounting to one nul- 
lion francs." He wmt to the table, took up the 
envelope and, opening it, carelessly counted over 
the notes, dbplaying them to her w<mdering eyes. 
** Your friend^ Victor Girard, will be here at mid- 
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nigbt to get the money," he said as he threw the 
envelope hack upon the table. 

" You are wrong, Monsieur, in calling this man 
niy friend. I know nothing of him — nothing, I 
swear — ** 

The det«ctive interrupted her protestations 
with little ceremony. " If you do not, so much 
the better. I wish you to remain here — in this 
room. You will make no sound — give no warn- 
ing. It is our intention to arrest this fellow aa 
soon as he enters the room. It will be useless for 
you to attempt to communicate with him or warn 
him in any way. Escape will be impossible, the 
house is surrounded." 

" But, MtHisieur,** the girl objected, " if he sees 
me — " 

'* He must not see you. You will hide here — ** 
he went up to a large chair with a high carved 
back which stood close to the electric switch upon 
the wall — " behind this chair. This, as you 
know, is the switch which turns on the lights," 
he said, pointing to the push buttons on the 
walL 
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She followed him over to the chair. " Yes, 
MoDsteurP" she said, with a look of inquiry. 

" We shall have but a single light burning, the 
one over the desk there." He pointed to the dome 
lamp. " That will make it impossible for him 
to see the preparations we have made for his re- 
ception. When we call for li^ts, press the switdi 
here — "he indicated the push button on the wall 
— *' and turn them all on. Do you understandP " 

" Perfectly, Monsieur." Duvall pressed me of 
the buttons and all the lights in the room went out 
with the exception of the one over the desk, leaving 
the room in semi-darkness. The Count and his 
nephew in the doorway leading to the study, and 
the Prefect in that opening to the hall, were in- 
visible. " Now, when I call for the lights, put 
them on, again, so.** Again he pressed the button, 
and the room was flooded with light. " Lose no 
time, do you hear? " 

" Yes, Monsieur," said the girl as she stepped 
behmd the chair. 

Duvall turned to Ms companions, and lookel at 
his watch. " Nearly twelve, gentlemen. Are you 
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read; f " The others nodded, " Then, let us 
take our places." 

"Come, Emile," said the Count, going toward 
the stndj door. His nqthew followed him, pistol 
in hand. " I hope the money will be perfectly 
safe," he said, witb a lingering glance at the pack- 
age on the table. " Suppose he should get it, 
after all? »* 

" Impossible, Monsieur, with an armed man at 
every door," remarked the Prefect, as be stepped 
into the hall. " 111 guarantee be won't escape this 
way." 

Duvall turned to the maid. ** Stoop down. 
Keep out of sight," he commanded. She crouched 
down behind the back of the chair, "Goodl 
When I give the signal lower the lights." He 
went to the window and stepped behind the curtain 
to the left. Standing in the recess, and enveloped 
in the hangings, be was completely hidden from 
the view of anyone passing either in or out of 
the window. " Now — the lights," he called, 
Gabrielle reached up and pressed the switch, turn- 
ing off all the lights in the room with the excep- 
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tion of the one over the desk. Hie latter cast 
& flood of radiance over the large envelope con- 
taining the money and lighted up the papers and 
books upon the top of the desk with hriUiancj, 
Beyond this cirde, the room was shrouded in 
darkness. Ilirough the open windows at the rear 
could be seen the shrubbery and bushes in the 
garden iUuminated hy the bright moonlight, and 
above them the clear nif^t sky. The silence of 
the room was broken only by the ticking of the 
clock. Suddenly the sound of a bell was heard 
in the distance booming out the hour of midnight. 
As the last stroke of the hell died away, a tall, 
shadowy figure af^ared in the window, and 
paused for a moment, silhouetted blackly against 
tbe ni^t sky without. It was Victor Girard. 
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VICTOR GIRARD, enveloped in the same 
long gray overcoat whicb he had worn 
earlier in the day, his face thrown into deep 
shadow bj his slouch hat, stepped noiselessly into 
the room. Without the slightest hesitation he 
advanced to the desk, picked up the envelope con- 
taining the money and, opening it, began slowly, 
by the light of tbe lamp, to count over its con- 
tents. No sound was heard from the watchers ; 
all were waiting to see what the man would do 
next 

Apparently satisfied with the contents of the 
package, he thrust it quickly into an inside pocket 
of his coat, took a cigarette from a tin upon the 
desk, lighted it, and then, turning, began to move 
swiftly toward the window. In an instant the 
room was in an uproar. Tbe Count, followed by 
his nephew, stepped through the door leading to 
tiie study, and, presenting his revolver, called 
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upon Girard in a loud voice to halt. The Prefect, 
appearing at the same instant from the hall, came 
toward the thief, rerolver in hand. •* You are my 
prisoner," he said. 

Girard regarded the Prefect calmly. " What? 
Another P Sacri bleut It seems, then, that I am 
surrounded." He took another pulF at his cigar- 
ette, and threw it carelessly upon the floor. 

" Throw up your hands ! '* commanded the Pre- 
fect as he came forward. 

Girard laughed. ** Certainly, Monsieur," he 
said, raising his hands promptly, " I assure you 
I am very obliging." 

" Duvall — we've got him,** cried Lef evre, turn- 
ing toward the window. At the same moment the 
Count conunanded Gabrielle to turn on the lights. 

** Yes, Monsieur." Her reply was followed by 
the shsirp chck of the electric switch, and in an 
instant the Toom was plunged in total darkness 
with the ezcqttion of the faint light which came 
through the window. Against this, clearly sil- 
houetted, stood the figure of Girard, his hands 
above his head. The Count and his companions 
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liad not more than a second to recover from their 
surprise before they saw the thief stoop suddenly) 
and dash into the darkness to the left. 

" The lights, you fool ! The lights 1 '* roared 
the Count, firing his Tevalver at random. The 
Prefect, who thought that Girard was about to 
attempt to escape by way of the window, called 
out loudly to Duvall to be on his guard. The 
latter stepped from behind the curtain, and ap- 
peared in front of the open window. " He can't 
pats here," he cried, raising his reTolver. 

>A» be spoke the click of the switch was again 
beard and the room was once more brilliantly 
illuminated. DuTall and the others staggered hack 
in amazement, The room was empty. Victor 
Girard was nowhere to be seen, 

" Nom de Dieut " gasped the Count, letting his 
rerolver clatter to the floor with a loud crash. 
He was unable to say more — the thing seemed so 
miraculous, so absolutely incomprehensible. The 
Prefect stood staring stupidly about the room, 
unable, for the moment, to realize what had hap- 
pened ; then, collecting his senses, he drew from bis 
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pocket a sQver whistle and blew upon it several 
sharp blasts. 

DuTall, although he seemed to be quite as much 
astonished as the others, evidently felt that the 
disappearance of the thief, miraculous as it seemed, 
must have some reasonable and material explana- 
tion. He took a step into the room, glancing 
swiftly into all its comers. Apparently, there 
was no possible place in which Grirard could have 
concealed himself. He turned to the others. 
" Well, gentlemen,*' he inquired pointedly, " which 
one of you let the fellow pass? " 

" He didn't come this way," exclaimed the Count 
angrily. 

" Nor this," said the Prefect, glancing at the 
door to the hall. 

D'Eate turned upon the detective in a rage as 
he suddenly realized his loss. ** You let him 
escape — with my money — one million francs." 
He waved his hands wildly in the air, meanwhile 
glaring at the detective, bis face contorted with 
anger. " Sacri nom de Dieul I am ruined ! " 

" I'll Bwear he didn't leave the room by the 
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window,** said Duvall, facing the angry nobleman 
with a frown. 

" I don't believe you." DTEste rushed toward 
the window as thou^ bent upon the immediate 
pursuit of Girard and the one million francs. He 
was met upon the threshold by Uie Prefect's men 
who came running in, in answer to hb signal. 
They saluted, and looked at the Prefect and Du- 
Tall inquiringly. 

" You were in the garden — watching this win- 
dow? " Lefevre demanded. 

" Yes, Monsieur,** replied one of the men. 
" For the past half-hour." 

" Has anyone left this room — has atajon* 
passed through the window? " 

"No one. Monsieur." 

"Astounding!" exclaimed the Prefect, turn- 
ing to Duvall. The latter looked at the Count. 
*' Well, Monsieur, are you satisfied? " he asked. 

There was a sudden commotion at the doorway 
leading into the hall, and Eugene was seen peering 
into the room. Behind him were several of the 
other servants, all showing symptoms of alarm. 
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Tie; had run to the librarj upon hearing the 
revolver shots. ** Ah, come here, my man,** aaid 
Duvall, pointing his finger at the tremhling butler. 
The latter came forward, looking about him nerv- 
ously. " You) were watching in the hall? " in- 
quired Duvall. 

"Y — yes — Monsieur,*' repUed the maji, his 
teeth chattering. 

*' Did anyone leave this room ? " 
** No one, Monsieur." 

Emile, meanwhile, horse pistol in hand, bad 
dived into the adjoining study, and thrown cm 
the lights. The small, simply furnished room was 
4[uite empty, its one window securely locked.. 
*' He's not in here," the young man cried, as he 
come back into the library. 

Duvall glanced at the Count, a curious sm3e 
playing about the comers of his mouth. ** Are 
there any secret entrances to this room, Count? " 
he inquired. 

*' Secret entrances ! Name of a pig ! You talk 
like a fool ! " roared the enraged nobleman. 

" Well — he must have got out somehow," re- 
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plied Duvall. " Have you arrived at any solu- 
tion of the matter, Oiief ? " he asked of the Pre- 
fect. 

" The thing is a miracle," said Lefevre, throw- 
ing himself into a cbairt " We know that he did 
not leave the room, and, parhleu, we know that he 
ii not here. Unless there is a secret entrance of 
some sort, somewhere — " 

I>*E8te strode quickly over to the side of the 
room and pounded on the wall with his clenched 
fist, ** Absurd ! I built the house, myself. 
Brick, ten inches thick." He struck the floor a 
blow with his heel. " Concrete ! *' He looked at 
the detective, making no attempt to conceal his 
dislike. " So your little experiment has cost me a 
million francs!" 

" They will be recovered, Monsieur," the Pre- 
fect said reassuringly, but his words did not ap- 
pear to give the Count much encouragement. 
" Recovered? " he shouted. " How? If you 
cant catch this fellow when you have him suf 
rounded by half a dozen armed men, what chance 
is there that I shall ever see my money again? " 
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He sank into a chair and put his hands to his 
face in a gesture of utter despair. " I am ruined 
— ruined ! " 

" Diablet " muttered the Frefect as he rose and 
began to pace nervously up and down the room. 
Certainly the affair of the evening did not reflect 
much credit upon either him or his men. In 
placing the capture of Girard in the hands of 
Duval], he had felt that the man's escape was out 
of the question, yet the fellow had walked into the 
room, picked up the money, and walked away, 
right under their very eyes without anyone in the 
party having been able so much as to lay a hand 
upon him. He turned to Duvall, his face very 
grave. " What hare you to say, Monsieur? *' he 
asked slowly, 

" It's too much for me," said the detective. 
*' Most mysterious case I have ever known in my 
life. Absolutely inexplicable." 

"Inexplicable! Name of a namel Does that 
get me back my money? I was a fool to listen to 
you. Mon Dieut Mon Dieu.1 " The Count be- 
gan to weep. " One million francs ! " 
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At this moment, the detective, who had been 
looking about the room, saw a dark object Ijing 
on the floor, which, owing to the position of one of 
the chairs, had heretofore escaped his notice. He 
stepped over and drew the object from behind 
the chajr. It was the long graj overcoat which 
Girard bad worn, and near by lay his hat. The 
others crowded about. " This is most astonish- 
ing, Monsieur Duvall ! " the Prefect cried. " It 
is evidently a disguise which be threw <^, to render 
his escape easier." 

D'Este turned to Gabrielle, who had not left 
her position behind the chair since Girard's escape. 
" It was the darkness that gave him the oppor- 
tunity," he snarled, seizing the girl by the arm. 
" You fool ! You are his accomplice, perhaps ! 
Why did you turn out the li^tsF " 

" Oh, Monsieur, it was dark. I could not see 
clearly. I pressed the wrong button. You will 
forgive me, MonsieurP " She rtused her hands to 
him supplicatingly. 

" Diablet " he cried. *' I believe you did it on 
purpose." 
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"You are right, Monsieur." The Prefect 
nodded to one of his men. " Vernet — arrest this 
woman." 

The man stepped forward, and in a moment had 
snapped a pair of handcuffs upon her wrists. 
" All very well," sneered D'Este, " but it doesn't 
get me back my money." 

In all Monsieur Lefevre's experience as Prefect 
of Police, he had never had a more humiliating or 
disastrous experience. The newspapers had 
criticized his department severely on the occasion 
of the murder of the banker, Delatour, and the 
other blackmailing attempts which had hem 
brought to the attention of the public during the 
past few months had also, owing to the failure 
of the department to make any arrests, afforded 
them grounds for much adverse criticism. But 
this monumental faQure seemed likely to rob him 
of every last vestige of reputation and leave him 
the laughing-stock of the public. He groaned 
inwardly at the thought of their jeers. After all, 
Duvall was the one upon whom the chief responsi- 
bility lay. He had had charge of the case, and 
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no matter how careful his preparations had been, 
it was evident that somewhere, somehow, they had 
failed. The Prefect knew that Girard must have 
left the room by means of the window. Even in 
the face of the statement of Duvall, and of the 
men in the garden, he felt that there was no other 
possible explanation of the mystery. Yet, even 
had he been disposed to harbor for a mom^it any 
doubts of Duvall himself, he had the utmost con- 
fidence in the integrity of his men and knew that* 
when they testified that the thief had not left the 
room by the window, they spoke what they be- 
Geved to be the truth. He turned to Duvall with 
an anxious look. " Monsieur Duvall,** he said, 
" I placed this case in your hands because of my 
confidence in your ability. I do not wish to assert 
that that confidence has been in any way mis- 
placed, but the fact remains that Monsieur the 
Count has lost a million francs, and that we are 
responsible for it. That money must be recov- 
ered, and it is your duty to recover it. Girard 
must be arrested. I look to you to arrest him. 
I gire you a free hand. Devote yourself to this 
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case alone. I want no excuses. The honor of my 
office is at stake." 

DuTflJl had been making a careAil examination 
of the overcoat which Girard had left in the room. 
Suddenly he drew a small piece of paper from one 
of the pockets of the garment and glanced at it 
with a amile of satisfaction. He crushed the scrap 
of paper in his band euid faced his angry superior 
with a confident smile. " Monsieur, the Prefect," 
he said steadily, " I gladly accept the responsi- 
bility which you place upon me, I guarantee to 
you that within twenty-four hours I shall not only 
arrest Victor Girard, but I shall also place in your 
bands the envelope which he has stolen, containing 
the sum of one million franca." 
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CHAPTER X 

THE following mormng, at all early Hoar, a 
tall, strongly built man was seen walking 
slowly along the Rue L*HirondeIle in the direction 
of Madame Tiasot's lodging-house, the Rat's Hole. 
He wore the long, loose blue cotton blouse of a 
French workman, and on his head was a work- 
man's peaked cap. Under one arm he carried a 
Dandle of clothes tied about with a heavy piece 
of cord. His face was bearded and weather- 
beaten, his hair long and bushy. In spite of his 
change of costume, there could be no doubt as to 
the man's identity. Tlie wayfarer in the Rue 
L'Hirondelle was Victor Girard. 

He slouched along the street in a careless way, 
avoiding as far as possible the glances of the few 
persons he chanced to meet at this early hour. 
When he had at length arrived at the dingy little 
caf£, he stood for a moment upon the sidewalk, 
looking swiftly about as though to make sure that; 
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he woa unobserved, then darted through the door- 
way. 

The place was deserted with the exception of the 
sleepy-faced waiter who came forward, grumhlitig 
loudly at having been disturbed in hia early morn- 
ing nap. Girard ordered coffee and roHs, and a 
small glass of cognac, and after they had been 
brought to hia satisfaction, leaned over to the 
waiter and in a low voice informed him that he 
would like to see Madame Tissot. 

The waiter stared at him inquiringly for a mo- 
ment, then asked his name. Girard took a piece 
of paper from his pocket, and scribbled a few 
words upon it. The waiter took the note and read 
it. The contents produced an instant change 
in his manner. He gazed at Girard with a look of 
admiration, and bowed. " If you will wait here," 
he said respectfully, " I will summon her at once.** 

It was several minutes before the waiter re- 
turned, and then he stood in the doorway, and, 
raising his hand, beckoned silently to Girard to 
follow him. They went up the stairs which led 
from the little hallway at the side of the caf£. At 
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Uie lAoding above the man tapped 'gentl j upon a 
door which confronted them. It was almoat im- 
mediatelj opened bj Madame Tissot. She was 
dreBsed in a long, loose wrapper which had no 
doubt once been a much prized bit of finer;, but 
its silken folds were now splotched and stained 
with the spatterings of coffee and other drinks. 
The unhealthy pallor of her complexicm showed 
ghastly white beneath its thick coating of rouge, 
her hair was in disorder, her eyes heavy with sleep. 
She looked at Girard carefully, appraisinglj, then 
nodded and bade him come in. 

The room was evidently used as a sort of sittiB|^ 
room. Its walls were covered with a dingy paper, 
the pattern of which had long ago faded into 
obscurity. A single strip of carpet, very dirty 
and worn, lay upon the floor. In the center of 
the room stood a small square table, covered with 
a checked red cloth. There were several rickety- 
looking chfurs standing about, their once hand- 
some tapestry covers long since worn threadbare. 
Upon the table was a kerosene lamp with a cracked 
shade. On the opposite side of the room from 
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that at which he had Entered, Giratd observed an- 
other door atanding partly open, tibrough whicU 
a disordered bed could be Be^. He looked about 
carelessly, but a keen observer would have noted 
that his sharp eyes took in every detail of the 
place. He glanced toward the rear wall, while 
Madame "Hssot was engaged in closing and bolt- 
ing the door by which he had entered. There 
were two small windows, one at either side of this 
wall, and between them a closed door. 

TIk woman, still continuing to scrutinize him 
carefully, bade him be seated. ** You come frmn 
Brussels, thoL? '* she inquired, looking at the note 
she held in her hand. " What is the message vou 
have for me? '* 

Girard thrust his hand into a pocket, and drew 
out a letter. " My name is Victor Girard," he 
said. ** I have been, until recently, operatmg in 
Brussels. Here is a letter from Michaud, the 
head of the gang there.*' He handed the letter 
over to her, and she opened it and began to read 
the contents. " No doubt you know himP *' 

She nodded. *' The letter will give you all the 
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information about myself which you desire,*' 
Girard said, vith an oir of confidence. 

Madame Tissot finished .^reading the letter^ 
folded it and placed it carefully in her bosonb 
"What is it you desire?" she asked with some- 
what more show of amiability than she had up to 
now exhibited. 

" A room. I expect to be in Paris several 
months, and I have been informed that here one 
can obtain accommodations cheaply, and at the 
same time be free from impertinent qoesticma as to 
one's business." He lau^ied harshly, looking at 
her with an air of significance. 

fhe woman rose and went toward the door. " I 
have one room," she said, ** which you can have 
for a franc a day. It is very small, but no doubt 
it will serve your purpose." 

Girard took up his bundle and followed her up 
the rickety stairs to the floor above. Tlie room 
proved to be a tiny one in an extension of the 
rear of the building. It contained a cheap wooden 
bedstead, a woshstand with bowl and pitcher, and 
a single chair, A window in the rear wall afforded 
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the only li^t. He vent to the window and looked 
out. Below him, perhaps thirtj-five feet down, 
wofi a narrow footway between the buildiDg and 
the stone embankment of the riyer, and beyond 
this lay the dark waters of the Seine. He turned 
again to the room and addressed Madame Tissot. 
" This will be satisfactory," he said, throwing his 
bundle upon the bed. " I will pay you, now, for 
one week in advance." He thrust his hand into 
hit pocket, drew out tome ailTer, and handed the 
woman seven franca. 

"We have an ezcdlent caii on the graOSA 
floor," she said as she took the money. 

" So I have already observed," he said, smiling. 
A moment later she left him, vad at once dis- 
charged him from her thoughts. The occupants 
of the rooms at the Rat's Hole were not subjected 
to any curious scrutiny by its proprietress. 

Hie Prefect of Police, engaged with his many 
duties, did not see much of Richard Duvall during 
the day. What plan the latter may have had, 
what information which had enabled him to state 
BO positivdy that he would arrest Girard and re- 
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cover the stolen monej within a period of twenty- 
four hours, the Prefect did not know, and Duvall 
offered no information on the suhject. He had a 
short (XHiference with his superior at about ten 
(^clock in the morning, rdative to the detailing 
of certain men whose services he desired and then 
left the office, after requesting the Prefect to meet 
him there at eight o'clock that evening. 

During the afternoon Ihivall made a brief ex- 
amination of the maid whom his men had placed 
under arrest the night before, but whatever in- 
formation he obtained from her, he kept to him- 
self. About three o'clock he went to the house in 
the Avenue Victor Hugo, and asked to see Miss 
EUicott. Here he was received with little cordi- 
ality. The Count barely acknowledged his greet- 
ings, and at first interposed objections to his talk- 
ing with Grace, but Duval] pointed out to him that 
he was working in his interests, and that the inter- 
view was necessary to the success of his plans. 

In spite of the loss which he had sustained the 
evening before, the Count was still determined to 
carry out his scheme regarding the marriage of 
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Miss EUtcott and hia nephew. He did not feel 
at all confident that the money which had been 
obtained by Victor Girard would ever be returned 
to him, but this did not hi an; way lessen bis ap- 
prehenBions as to what his mece might do in the 
way of making good her own claims. The thought 
of being obliged to turn over an additional large 
amount to her was not to be endured. The girl 
had been a thorn in his flesh for many months ; her 
presence annoyed him, yet be dared not let her leave 
his house, knowing that she would undoubtedly do 
all in her power to prove that he had defrauded 
her of her inheritance. The interest which Duvall 
had begun to take in the girl annoyed and alarmed 
him. He felt that the sooner she waa put out of 
the way, the better, and short of actual murder he 
knew of no way of so effectually accompHshing 
this result as to see her safely married to Emile. 
He beheTed that after a month or two of married 
life with the latter at the chateau at Aries, the 
girl would get over her objections to the marriage, 
and would resign herself to the inevitable. It 
teemed most important, however, that nothing 
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should occur to interfere with or delay the carry- 
ing out of bis plans. He bad, therefore, in- 
structed his nephew to have everything in readi- 
ness for an immediate departure from Paris, and 
had further sent word to Madame Tissot, warning 
her of the necessity of having matters so arranged 
that the marriage might go through without any 
interruption. The presence of Duvall annoyed 
him beyond words. He bad dbliked the man from 
the start, and the unfortunate affair of the even- 
ing before had not done anything to modify his 
feelings. He left the detective in the library and 
went to summon his niece. 

Grace, who bad received the message from Ma- 
dame Tissot early that morning, had been in a 
state of considerable mental a^tation all day. 
She felt the utmost confidence in Duvall and was 
ready to carry out his instructions regarding her 
visit to the Rue L'Hirondelle, but the prospect of 
going atone, at nine o'clock in the evening, to a 
far-removed and disreputable quarter of the town 
was most unpleasant, and she hesitated greatly 
at the task which lay before her. She knew that 
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under ordinary circiuDstances it would be oat 
of the question for her to leave the house at this 
hour of the ni^t, unless she did so in secret, but, 
believing that the Count was at the bottom of the 
plan to decoj her to this womtm's place, she felt 
that every opportunity would be given her to 
start upon the expedition without interference. 

When her uncle informed her that Mr. Duvall 
was in the library and wished to see her, she was 
unable to repress an exclamation of pleasure. 
The latter was the first American man that she 
had met in the coarse of the past year, and her 
heart, hungry for sympathy and love, had gone 
out to him almost unconsciously when he had 
shown such a deep and kindly interest in her wel- 
fare. She had dreamed of him half the night be- 
fore, and had been thinking of him almost con- 
tinuaUy ever since. She wondered why he had 
so suddenly interested himself in her affairs and 
secretly hoped that his interest arose from a more 
personal feeling than that which one . American 
might feel for another in a strange land, ^e 
had no idea whatever as to what the outcome of 



b,Googlc 



ONE MILLION FRANCS 1S9 

the evening's expedition would be, but BuTall had 
told her that he would be there, and this had been 
enough, not only to give her a feeling of safety, 
but also of happiness that she would see him so 
soon again. 

She came into the library with a bri^t smQe, 
and went up to him eagerly, " I got the letter,'* 
she said. " Do you still think it best that I 
should go ? " 

As DuTall looked at her he realized that his 
own visit to the house this afternoon had not been 
prompted entirely by professional motives. He 
had wished to assure himself that she had re- 
ceived the message from Madame Tissot, and that 
the Count had made no change in the plans be- 
cause of the incidents of the evening before. Her 
first words gave him the information he desired. 
" Yes," he said gravely, " you must go. I would 
suggest that you send one of the servants for a 
cab not later than half-past eight. It will take 
you nearly half an hour to drive to this place, 
and it is important that you should be there 
on time. At what hour did this woman ask 
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jou to meet her? Nbe o'clock, was it not?" 
The ^rl exhibited tlie note, wHich she had car- 
ried in her left hand, unfolded it, and glanced over 
the writing. " Half-past nine," she said. 

Duval was somewhat surprised at her reply. 
" I thou^t the hour was nine," he said. " How- 
ever, it makes no difference, although it might 
have been serious had I not discovered mj error. 
Under the circumstances, it will not be necessar; 
for ;ou to leave here until nine." He drew a 
memorandum pad from his pocket and made a 
few hurried notes up<Hi it. ** You are going to 
find your visit to this place rather a disagreeable 
one. Things may occur which are likely to sur- 
prise you very much. All I ask ia that, whatever 
happens, and however much you may he incUned 
to feel that I am against yoa, you will have con- 
fidence in me and in the ultimate outcome of the 
matter. Don't be afraid, everything will come 
out right in the end. If anything should happen 
to me, go to the Prefect, Monsieur Lefevre, and 
tell him everything." 

They talked together for a few moments longer 
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about themselves, and about the future. DuvaU 
explained to the girl that he expected to have 
his work in Paris completed at an early date, and 
that he would then return to America. He sug- 
gested that if she were able to prove her claims 
to a share in her aunt's property bj that time 
she should return with him. The; were tailing 
along happily about their pltms when they were 
interrupted by the Count. He came in and an- 
nounced that he was going for a drive and wished 
bis niece to accompany him. It was quite evidmt 
that his intention was to prevent them from having 
a longer interview. Duvall took up his hat, pre- 
paratory to leaving. '* The twenty-four hours is 
up at midni^t, Monsieur Duvall," D*Este re- 
marked with a sneer. 

" I have still ei^t hours," said Duvall, looking 
at his watch. 

He spent the rest of the afternoon in listening 
to reports from bis men, and at six o'clock ate a 
solitary meal at his hotel in the Rue de Rivoli. 
The Prefect was waiting for him in the office when 
he returned there at ei^t. 
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"What have you learned, Monsieur DuTaH?" 
inquired the latter, as be seated himself com- 
fortably and lighted a cigar. 

** Last night," said the detective, ** I discoTered 
a scrap of paper in the overcoat which Victor 
Girard left behind him, which contained an im- 
portant bit of information." He drew the piece 
of paper from his pocket and handed it to the 
prefect. The latter examined it carefully. Upon 
it was written, " The Hat's Hole, Number twenty- 
seTen, Rue L'Hirondelle," 

** Do you know the place P " Duvall asked. 

The Prefect thought for a moment. " Yesr" he 
replied. *' If I remember rightly it is a lodging- 
house kept by a woman by the name of Tissot, 
Rather a disreputable place, I understand. We 
arrested a dangerous Apache there last year." 

" I have learned," remarked Duvall, " that Vic- 
tor Girard engaged a room there this morning. 
I have further information which leads me to be- 
lieTe that he has an appoinbnent there at some 
time this evening." 

"Good!" cried the Prefect with rapidly grow- 
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ing interest. " I see you have not been idle, Mon- 
sieur Duvall. With whom is his appointment P " 

'* That I cannot tell you now, but I think we 
shall be able to g«t both the man and the stolen 
money before the evening is over." 

" What is your plan ? " inquired the Prefect. 

" The house is already surrounded by our men. 
Girard has not yet put in an appearance, unless 
he has arrived within the past hour. Vemet has 
instructions to permit him and anyone who may 
come later to enter without difficulty. No one is 
to be allowed to leave the house under any cir- 
cumstances whatever, I have given instructions 
that, as soon as any disturbance takes place 
within, our men are to break in at once. If no 
such disturbance takes place, they are to await a 
signal from you. I trust that you will find it pos- 
sible to be present." 

" By all means," said the Prefect, " I am ready 
to start at once." 

** Before we do so, may I ask that you will tele- 
j^one Monsieur the Count D'Este and ask him to 
join us here? I have a particular reason for de- 



b, Google 



L 



164 ONE MnXION FRANCS 

Biring his presence," he vent on, noticing the Fre- 
fect's look of surprise. " Be so good as to ask 
him to come here at once." The Prefect took up 
his telephone and sent the desired message. Pres- 
ently he turned to DuvaU, '* The Count will come 
immediately," he said. 

" Please be careful not to advise him, when he 
arrives, of our destination. I consider it most 
important that he should be kept in entire igno- 
rance of our plans. When we reach the house, it 
is mj intention to leave jou, in order to see that 
onr arrangements are being satisfactorilj carried 
out. I would suggest that jou and Mtmsieur 
D'Este wait in the hallwaj of the building adjoin- 
ing. It is used by a manufacturer of buttons, and 
is, of course, closed in the evening. Ventet will 
also be stationed there. I shall rejoin you not 
later than ten o'clock. It may be necessary for 
me to enter the house in advance, but should I do 
so you can depend upon my meeting yon at that 
hour. I feel certain that this time Victor Girard 
is not going to escape us. Before the twenty-four 
hours is up I shall have placed him under arrest." 



b,Googlc 



ONE MUXION FRANCS 165 

A short time later tiiey were joined b; the Count 
D'Este, who had b««n rapidly whirled to the Pre- 
fecture in his limousine. To his inquiries as to 
their object in sending for him, the Prefect re- 
plied only that they were going to arrest Victor 
Girard, and wished him, the Count, to be present. 
The nobleman exhibited considerable satisfactioD 
upon receiving this information, and it was evident 
that his opinion of Richard Duvall's abilities had 
begun to rise. He offered the party the use of his 
automobile, but they declined, making use of the 
Prefect's instead, and in a few moments they were 
proceeding rapidly in the direction of Cfaarenton. 

On the way, Duvall, in response to the Count's 
questions, informed bim that he had traced Girard 
to his lodgings, and that he was to meet someone 
there that evening, no doubt for the purpose of ef- 
fecting a division of the stolen money. This being 
the case, it seemed likely that the entire sum would 
be recovered. The Count was greatly pleased. 
" If you can do that, Monsieur Duvall," he said, 
" I shall consider you the smartest detective in the 
city of Paris. Look out, however, that the fellow 
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does not slip through jour fingers again. He 
seems to be as difficult to catch as a flea." 

*' I am quite ready to stake mj reputation upon 
this eTeiung*s venture, Count," said Duvall, with 
a short laugh. " I think that to-night jou are 
going to have the surprise of your life.** 

The Count leaned hack against the hixurious 
cushions of the automobile, puffing a cigar con- 
tentedly. After all, things were beginning to turn 
out much better than he expected. Not only did 
it seem probable that he was about to recover the 
money which he had lost, but he realized that, with 
Richard Duvall safely engaged upon this matter, 
there was no danger of his interfering with the 
programme which was to be carried out a little 
later at the house of Madame Tissot. Had he 
heard the directions which Duvall had quietly 
whispered to the chauffeur as they left the Pre- 
fecture, it is probable that his state of mind would 
not have been so contented. 

The bell of Notre Dame was just striking nine 
when the car drew up in the Rue L'Hironddle 
half a block from the Rat's Hole. 
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CHAPTER XI 

THE automobile of the Prefect of Police 
stopped at the curb in Rue L'Hirondelle 
in the shadow of a tall, dark building. Here the 
Prefect stepped to the sidewalk, dismissed his 
chauffeur and requested the Count to accompany 
him to the doorway of the factory adjoining 
Madame Tissot's place, where Duvall bad asked 
them to wait. 

IVEste did not at first realize where he was. 
He had in the past visited the lodging-house oo 
two or three occasions for the purpose of con- 
ferring with Madame Tissot, but his recollections 
of the place were not very clear, and it was not 
until they had arrived close to the caf£ that he 
came to a sudden realization of his whereabouts. 

The shock of this discovery was so great that 
he clutched Monsieur Lefevre by the arm and be- 
gan to pour out a stream of almost unintelli^ble 
protests. Tile whole affair had come upon him 
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so suddenly that his brain whirled with fear at 
the thought of what this extraordinary occurrence 
might mean. It was then after nine o'clock. He 
knew that within a short time his niece would ar- 
rive at this very house, to be met by Emile, and 
in all probability to be drugged and married 
against her will. The fact that Girard had made 
his headquarters at the same place almost stunned 
him. He realized that, if the Prefect and his men 
should discover the plot which be had arranged 
against Grace Ellicott, it would mean not only 
a very serious business for Emile, but for himself 
as well. On the other hand, should he give any 
alarm, or do anything to interfere with the carry- 
ing out of the programme arranged by Duvall, 
it would in all probability prevent the arrest of 
Girard and the recovery of the stolen money. 

Both boms of the dilemma be regarded with 
equal dismay. The discovery of Emile and his 
niece would be a most serious matter — the loss 
a second time of the one million francs, equally 
so. What should he do — what should he do? 
The question throbbed throu^ his reeling brain 
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with maddeDing insistence. Plainly he coutd do 
nothing. Even if he did in some way interrupt 
the arrest of Victor Girard his actions in so doing 
would undoubtedly leave him open to the gravest 
suspicion on the part of the Prefect. He stopped 
his incoherent protests, and, when Monsieur Le- 
ferre turned to him an astonished face and re- 
quested him to be sOent, he instantly obeyed and 
followed the official without further objection into 
the shadow of the doorway. 

Here they found Vemet awaiting them and the ' 
Prefect at once entered into a whispered conversa- 
tion with his assistant, leaving D'Este a prey to 
his distressing thoughts. For a moment it oc- 
curred to him that the whole thing bad been ar- 
ranged by Richard Duvall in order to assist Miss 
Ellicott and to place him, the Count, in a posi- 
tion which would seriously compromise him. 
An instant's thought, however, showed him the 
absurdity of such an idea. Even supposing that 
Duvall had learned of the plot against Grace, it 
would of course be absolutely impossible for him 
in any way to direct or govern the movements of 
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the criminal whom he waa trying to arrest. No 
doubt ihe whole affair was a frightful coincidence, 
which he felt certain was likely to end disastrously 
as far as he was concerned. He wondered if he 
could La any possible way succeed in smding a mes- 
sage to Madame l^ssot, warning her not to go 
ahead as they had planned, but there seoned to 
be no means by which it could be done. It would 
be impossible for him to leare the Prefect for an 
instant without at once exciting the latter^s sus- 
picion. He contented himself, therefore, in the 
hope that some unforeseen circumstances might 
intervene to save faim, and determined that if, at 
the last moment, the worst should happen, and the 
plot be discovered, he would throw the entire Mame 
for the thing upon fais nephew's shoulders. 

It was while these thoughts were crowding 
tumultuously through his mind that he was seized 
with a sudden inspiration. It came to him in a 
flash, complete and perfect in all its details, and 
he wondered that he had not thought of it before. 
Victor Girard was coming here to meet someone, 
no doubt for the purpose of turning over to this 



b,Googlc 



ONE MILLION FRANCS 171 

person a portion or all of the stolen money. His 
niece, Grace Ellicott, ako iraB eonung here for 
purposes vhich he considered it imperatiTe should 
not be disclosed to the police. What better plan, 
therefore, than to say that Miss Ellicott'a object 
in visiting this disreputable locality was to meet 
Girard, and to obtam from him the money which 
had been stoIoiP It was of course necessary, in 
working out this theory, to assume that Girard 
had been (grating in Grace's interests. The 
Count did not believe that this was true, but, inas- 
much as Miss Elhcott claimed from him approxi- 
mately the same sum, and had only the day be- 
fore stated that she was determined to get the 
money somehow, even though she could not do so 
legally, it seemed a not unreasonable story and 
one which under the circumstances the police 
would be very likely to believe. Of course the 
presence of his nephew on the scene presented a 
difficulty, but he hoped that, when the time came, 
EmOe would have sufficient intelligence to back 
up whatever statements he, the Count, might make. 
He felt greatly cheered by this easy and ingenious 
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solution of the matter, and composed himself in 
patience to await the developments of the evening. 

The night was an unusually dark one, and the 
little street was almost deserted. From the near- 
by c&ti came sounds of music and singing, inter- 
rupted by loud laughter and applause. Occasion- 
ally, a patron of the place would stagger along 
the sidewalk and disappear into the brightly 
lighted door, but these persons, few in number, 
did not observe the three silent figures crouching 
in the dark doorway. Richard Duvall had left 
them almost immediately after their arrival, and 
they had seen him disappear in the darkness. He 
spent some time in assuring himself that the men 
surrounding the house were all in their places, and 
understood thoroughly their instructions, and 
then proceeded to conceal himself in a doorway 
some distance from the caf4, and upon the side 
opposite to that guarded by the Prefect and his 
party. 

The Prefect and Vemet, from the shadow of 
the doorway, inspected keenly the few pedestrians 
who came along, bent if possible upon determining 
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their ideotity. Some fifteen minutes had passed 
since their arrival, and but three persons had en- 
■ tered the caW, and these were clearly crim- 
inals of the cheaper Tsriety, such as pickpockets 
or sneak thieres. None of them presented any 
points of special interest to the watchers in the 
doorway. It was fifteen minutes past nine when 
the Prefect suddenly felt his assistant press his 
arm significantly, and upon looking up the street 
saw a tall muscular figure approaching them, 
whom they at once recognized as Victor Girard. 
He approached the entrance to the caf£, his head 
erect, his manner care-free and ahnost insolent in 
its assurance. After pausing for a moment at the 
door of the lodging-house, he turned and vanished 
up the stairway. 

The Prefect touched D'Este upon the shoulder. 
*' Our man has arrived," he said with a grim 
smile. '* Tins tim e you may be sure he will not 
escape.** 

Tht Couat sodded, hut madt no reply. He was 
straining his eyes into the darkness, wondering 
^ho would he the next person to appear. He did 
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not have long to wait. A stockilj built man iritli 
the rou^ clothes, soft collar and peaked cap 
affected by the Apaclies of Paris came cautiously 
along the street, and entered the caf£. Neither 
the Prefect nor his assistant knew him, although 
they scrutinized him carefully. To IVEste, hov- 
CTer, he was quite well known. It was 1a Rue, 
Madame Tissot's friend and assistant, whom 
Emile had met the evening before while upon his 
visit to the woman. The arriTal of this man filled 
D'Este with renewed misgivings. He knew that 
La Rue was there for the purpose of playing the 
part of a priest in the marriage of his nephew. 
Ilie man had at some earlier period in bis career 
been a member of a Jesuit order, but had later 
taken up the life of a criminal and been expdled 
from the Church. The Count knew him to be a 
desperate fellow who would stop at nothing to 
gain his ends, and he wondered whether either he 
or Madame Tissot would be likely to confess their 
part in the events of the evening, should they be 
surprised by the police. 

Scarcely had La Rue disappeared into the door 
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of the caf£ when another figure was seen to alight 
from a cab at a point some two or three hundred 
feet down the street, and begin to approach them. 
D'Este in a few momenta recognized the newcomer 
as his nephew, and his fears again overtook him. 
He had hoped that Grace would arrive first, and 
that Emile might explain his presence b; saying 
be bad followed her from the house. He remem- 
bered, however, that he had suggested to his 
nephew earlier in the day the advisability of having 
a short conference with Madame Tissot prior to 
Grace's arrival, in order to be sure that the various 
arrangements had all been properiy made. Mon- 
sieur Lefevre recognized the young man almost 
as soon as did the Coimt. When Emile had 
passed, the Prefect turned and with a look of as- 
tonishment upon hit face addressed the alarmed 
nobleman. 

" It is your nephew," he wluapered. " What 
is be doing here? " 

The Count hesitated. "I — I am unable to tell 
you. Monsieur," he stammered. ** It may be that 
he has discovered who it u that this fellow Girard 
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is to meet here this eTening, and is doing a littU 
detective work on his ovn account.** 

"What do you mean, Monsieur the Count?" 
the Prefect asked in surprise. ** How could your 
nephew possibly find out anything of the sort?" 

D'Este concluded that the time had come to pre- 
pare the way for his subsequent explanations. 
" Has it not occurred to you. Monsieur the Pre- 
fect," he said steadily, " that there is one person 
who is more than any other likely to be concerned 
in the theft of the money last night by this man 
Girard? " 

The Prefect gazed at him blankly. " What do 
you mean. Monsieur? " he inquired. " I know of 
no one who could be involved in this matter. 
Whom do you suspect? " 

" Vou remember, do you not, that my niece, 
Miss EUicott, has been demanding from me the 
sum of two hundred thousand dollars, which she 
claims was left her by her aunt, my deceased 
wife? " 

"Yes," the Prefect nodded. "I remember. 
What of it? " 
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" If Girard is in league with my niece, and has 
taken this money in her behalf, would it not be 
reasonable to suppose that she might be coming 
here to meet him to-night ? " 

" Sacril " exclaimed the astonished Prefect. 
" You think it possible P *' 

Instead of replying, the Count turned suddenly 
and pointed down the street to where a closed 
cab was slowly approaching them from out the 
darkness, *' Let us first see who is in this cab," 
he said. 

The three m^i watched the vehicle as it slowly 
drew up alongside the curb, and discharged its 
occupant. Lefevre uttered an exclamation of as- 
tonishment as he saw who it was that stepped 
to the sidewalk. The Count turned to him with 
a smile of triumph. " You see," he said, " I was 
right. She is doubtless here to meet her con- 
federate." They watched the girl in silence as 
she paid the cabman and came slowly toward the 
entrance of the caf4. She walked along with un- 
certain steps, apparently in great agitation. As 
she passed IVEste and the others she was so close 
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to tbem that he could without difficulty have 
reached out and touched her arm. She glanced 
•pprebeBsively at the brightly lighted froot of 
the caf^t and after a few momentB of indecision 
stopped at the little hallway adjoining and rang 
the bell at one side of the entrance. Presently 
the watchers saw a middle-aged woman come to 
the door, and, after a few words between them, the 
girl passed from view. 

The Prefect looked at his watch. It was twenty 
minutes after nine. The cab which had brought 
the young woman bad disappeared and the street 
was quite deserted. From within the house came 
no sounds other than the music and the lau^ter 
of the people in the caf£. The Prefect and his 
companions listened intently, wondering how long 
it would be before the alarm would be given, and 
the time would come for them to break into the 
house. The Count was in a state of extreme 
nervousness. He pictured to himself all the 
things which nu'ght at this very moment be occur- 
ring within the depth of the silent-looking build- 
ing. Had Grace and his nephew already met, and 
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had th« girl by this time been drugged into in- 
scDsibilit;? The thouj^t terrified bim beyond 
measure — in spite of his ready explanations, he 
realized that they would hardly be sufficient to 
account for the girl's condition should his plans 
have been earned out aa he had intended. An- 
other point which bothered him greatly arose from 
the fact that so far no one had entered the house 
who could possibly be an accompUce of Victor 
Girard. He knew that neither his nephew nor 
Grace was there for that purpose, and it seemed 
equally out of the question that La Rue would 
have consented to be a party to any operations 
directed against himsdf. He held La Rue's life, 
BO to Speak, in the hollow of his hand> and had but 
to place certain information with the police to 
Bend the man to the guillotine. Possibly Girard 
bad not arranged to meet anyone on this par- 
ticular evening, or, if bo, the person or persons 
had not yet arrived. 

AU of a sudden a loud outcry was heard coming 
apparently from a room on the second floor of the 
house. The Count thou^t that he recognized the 
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voice as that of his nephew. "Help! Help! 
This way! I've got him!" they heard some- 
one calling. Instantly the Frefect and his as- 
sistants rushed toward the doorway, and as they 
reached it a second man, who had been hiding in 
the darkness on the opposite side of the street, 
joined them. The three, followed by D'Este, 
burst open the door, and rushed up the narrow 
staircase. The door which opened on the land- 
ing at the head of the stairs stood partially open, 
and through it they could hear the voice of Emile 
calling loudly for help. " I've got you, you 
thief ! " they heard him shouting. " You stole 
this money from my uncle and now you meet this 
girl here to turn it over to her. Help! This 
way!" 

In a moment the Prefect had rushed into the 
room, followed by the others. As he entered 
Madame Tissot and La Rue came running in from 
the bedroom adjoining. In the room stood Grace 
Ellicott, trembling with fear, and near by Gmile 
D'Este, his face, usually pallid, flushed with ex- 
citement. 
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" What's the trouble here? " demanded Lefevre, 
looking about bim in surprise. 

" Victor Girard ! IVe got him ! ** 

** Where is he?" demanded the Perfect. 

" Li that room ! ** shouted the young man» 
pointing to the door which occupied the center of 
the wall at tbe rear. 
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CHAPTER Xn 

A LITTLE after nine oMock os Uie ni^ 
following her inUrriew with the Count 
D'Este Madame Tissot emerged from her bed- 
room on the second floor of her lodging-bouse in 
the Rue L'Hirondellei an'd, going to a doeet in a 
comer of the sitting-room, ope6l^ it and took out 
a bottle of wine« partial] j filled, and a smaller bot- 
tle containing some colorless liquid. Closing the 
door of the closet, she went over to the table, re- 
moved the cork from the wine bottle and carefully 
poured into it the contents of the smaller one. 
Then, replacing the cork in the bottle, she shook it 
vigorously. The sound of footsteps on the land- 
ing without caused her to look up with sudden 
apprehension, and, as she did so. La Rue came into 
the room. 

The latter gazed at her curiously. ** What are 
you up to now, SusetteP ** he inquired with a grin. 

The woman looked at him and frowned. 
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" You're late," ahe exclaimed. ** I have been wait- 
ing to see you all day. Where have you been? " 

" That's my affair," the man rejoined. 
*• What*B up? " 

*' What makes you think that anything ii up, 
mon omit " Madame Tisaot inquired, continuing 
to shake the bottle. 

" When I Bee you mixing the dope, I knoir soroe> 
thing is coming off.** He pointed significantly to 
the wine. 

"nie woman placed the bottle on the table, re- 
garding her companicHi with an expression of 
direwdness. "You are observant, my friend. 
Wlty should I tell you eveiything? " 

He rose suddenly and took a step toward her, 
his face darkening with passion. " Saeril " he 
cried fiercely, as he grasped the woman by the 
wrist. " Don't try any of your games with me. 
For a franc, I'd throw you into the riwr." He 
bent her arm across her throat and forced her 
angrily back against the table. 

For a moment she met his angry eyes, defiantly, 
thm, lowering her gaze, began to speak in a voice 
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which clearly showed that she recognized him as 
her maater. "Gastcai, forgive me," she cried. 
" I was jokiDg." 

He released her with an oath attd threw himself 
into a chair. ** Tliat's better. Now what's the 
game?" 

"I — I want yoar help," she said, looking at 
him with a sly expression. 

" No doubt. And for a louis, I suppose. Look 
here, you she-devil, you*re not going to get my 
help, uniess you pay for it. I've been working 
too cheap. This time I mean to have what is due 
me." 

Going over to his chair she began patting him 
on the cheeks, and kissing him. " Gaston — don't 
be a fool. Havoi't we always shared and shared 
alike? Have patience and I will tdl you every- 
thing." 

" Fire away then," he grumbled impatiently. 

" The Count IVEste has a niece — " 

**Dont Iknowthat?" 

** Also a nef^MW," the woman continued. 

** Sopmtit Come to the point." 
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" He wants these two young people to marry." 

" Nante of a dog! What for?" 

" Can't you guees? " 

"She has money? " mquired the man with a 
cunning leer. 

" No, you fool. He's got her money long ago. 
Don't you remember the will that you and La> 
rocbe witnessed last year? " 

*' Ha ! Of the girl's aunt, you mean? " 

" Exactly ! lieaving her a fortune, I am told. 
You remember he would not let us read the 
paper." 

" I remonber," said La Rue, moving uneasily 
in his chair. 

" Laroche is dead, as you know very well," 
went on the woman, looking at him with a signifi- 
cant smile. 

"Yes, none better." He shuddered sli^tly 
and glanced about the room. " Why do you bring 
up this matter of Laroche P " 

" Because, now that he is dead, you are the only 
witness." 

The man rose and began walking up and down. 
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"That ou^t to be worth something,** he growled, 

" You forget that the Count knows you killed 
Laroche.'* 

" Don*t talk so loud," he muttered fearfully. 

" He could send you to the guillotine, my littie 
one," she wrat on, enjoying his agitation. 

" Never mind about that. Why does he want 
his nephew to marry this girlP ** 

" He's afraid she'll make trouble. She has 
friends. Once she is safely married to his 
ne{^ew — '* 

" She has a title, and keeps her mouth shut,** 
he interrupited " I see." 

" However, she may refuse." 

" Ha ! Tliat*8 where we come in." 

" Exactly. You have a great brain, Gaston. 
The nephew is to meet her here. He will attempt 
to persuade her to marry him. If she refuses she 
will drink a glass of wine — " Madame Tissot 
tapped the bottle with a significant smile — " and 
afterward we shall have a quiet little weddinf^ 
here in the Rat's Hole," 

" I suppose that's what you want with me." 
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" Certainly. You will have the pleasure of 
perfonniog the ceremony. Any objections? ** 

" That depends on wha* I get out of it." 

The woman searched her companion's face, evi- 
dently trying to determine how much he would 
demand for his services. " Hie Count has prom- 
ised me a thousand francs," she said at length. 
" You shall have half." 

" It's not enoa0i," grumbled the man. 

" Too much, you imbecile. After all, what does 
it matter, whether they are married or not? It 
is only to make things look better. They'll have 
to have a civil marriage later, anyhow." 

** Do I get the money now? ** 

She grinned broadly. " Yes, immediately after 
the ceremony." 

" All right. I'm your man. When do they 
arrive? " 

"At half-past nine." 

La Rue glanced d<um at his clothes. " Then I 
bad better get into my make-up at once," he said. 

"Youll find it in the closet," She nodded 
toward the bedroom door. 
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** Look here, Susett«," he remarked, pausing on 
his way to the bedroom. " We ought to be able 
to bleed that old fox handsomely after this." 

*' Leave it to me," she replied with a cold smUe. 

"What's your planP" 

Madame Tiseot approached him. ** You get in 
there," she said quickly, pointing to the door of 
the bedroom. " The nephew will be here at any 
moment. Ill make him talk — commit himself. 
You listen. Then well have both him and his 
uncle just where we want them." 

He threw up his hands with a gesture of despair. 
" It won't work," he said ruefully. " They will 
bring up that Larocbe affair." 

" I know a way to fix that," she whispered. 
" Old Patouche, the strangler, is dying in the hos- 
pital, ni see him to-morrow and get him to 
ooofesa that it was he who killed Laroche. He 
won*t mind doing that for a pal, and it will let 
you out." 

" Ci^f You're a wonder," La Rue gazed at 
her in admiration. 

" Don*t ever forget it, my boy, if you know 
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wbieli §ide ytmr bread is buttered on. New go,** 
■he eoncluded, pushiii|[ bim tovard the doorway. 

He stopped again a« tbough with an after- 
thought. " Seen aDjtbing of your new lodger, 
Girard, to-ni^t? " 

" No, he hasn't been in bis room since be en- 
gaged it this morning.** 

" What's bia lay? " 

" I can't make out. He eame well reeom- 
meoded. Confidence man, I think, from what the 
letter said. He doesn't talk much about himself.'* 

** Suppose be comes in while the game's on? " 

"It isn't LTtdy. His room is cm the floor 
above." She pointed toward tbe ceiling. " The 
little room in the rear. If be does and tries to 
make any trouble, Fll have to call on you." She 
drew ber fingers suggestively across her throat. 

" I hope it won't be necessary," La Rue replied, 
shrugging bis shoulders. ** He's a good fellow. 
I like bia. Gav« n* five francs this morning.'* 

"Yoo'd lik* anybody that gav« you tbe priot 
of a drink. N«v«r mini] about Girard: 111 tak« 
flan af hi*. Id wiUi 701, junrl** flbs urgti 
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him toward ihe door. ** Somecne is coming up 
the etain." 

Tbeit iras a knock on the door and Madame 
T^sot went to it and threw it open. La Rue had 
already disappeared into the bedroom, closing the 
door after him. The new arrival showed the anx- 
ious face of Emile. 

" Has she come jetP ** he inquired, looking care* 
fully ahout tlie room. 

** Not yet ; I told her half -past nine." 

" That's good. I want a few minutes with you, 
first, to talk things over." 

Madame l^sot drew a package of cigarettes 
from tiie bosom of her dress and^ lifting one of 
them at tlte lamp, threw herself into a chair and 
looked at the young man with a quizzical expres- 
sion. " Very well," she remarked, blowing the 
smoke through her nose. " Go ahead." 

He appeared to be very nervous and uneasy. 
" I'm afraid she isn't going to hi reasonable," he 
said, after a time. 

" You mean she won't consent? " 

" I'm sure of it." 
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"Hien you vill have to use this,*' said the 
woman as she pointed to the bottle of wine, 

** That's just the trouble,*' rejoined Emile. 
" Suppose she refuses to drink it? " 

Madame Tissot shrugged her shoulders in an- 
noyance. "Well, suppose she does? I can't 
help that, can IP I've done my part. Toull be 
asking me to marry her, next," she said with a 
harsh laugh. 

" Don't make such a ntnse," said the young man 
nervously. ** I suppose we are quite alone." 

" Quite." 

" What's in there? ** he asked, pointing to the 
door at the ri^t of the room. 

** My bed-diamber." She looked at him, with 
a peal of mocking laughter. ** Do yoa wish to 
enter P " 

''And in there P** he went on, paying no at- 
tention to her interruption. He pointed toward 
the door at the rear. 

" Another bedroom — unoccupied. You can 
make use of it if you like after your — marriage." 

*' Any other entrance to it, besides that door? " 
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**Noiie, fxcept U« window. That overioob 
the river, twentj-fiTe feet down. We me it Mine- 
times to throw out — ** she shrugged her shoulden 
and laughed meaningl; — ** dead rats." 

"Nothing of that sort to-night," he said, 
shuddering. 

" Wdl, if she won*t driDlc the wine — ** 

" I have a plan," he interrupted. 

** Let's have it, then. There's no time to lose." 

** First, 70U speak with the ^L Gain her con- 
fidence. Tell her that I am on her side — that X 
love her, and want to marrjr her. Make her think 
that I will force mj uncle to pay her this money 
she daima, as soon as we are married. Tell her 
that 70U have evidence which will help me to do 
so." 

Madame Tissot grinned pointedly. ** H — JO, 
perhaps I have." 

The young man looked up in surprise. ** What 
do you know about the matter? " be asked. 

For a moment she seemed about to answer him, 
but after a brief hesitation evidently reconsidered 
the matter. " Never mind about that, now," she 
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Mid at length. **Go ahead with your plan/* 

He thou^t for an instant, then went on. 
" After yon have told her that I am her friend — 
that I love her, and want to help her, and all that, 
aend for me. Do yoa understand P** 

** Yea," she said, nodding. 

•*And you get out." 

*' Naturally," said the woman aa ahe rose and 
threw away her cigarette. "Do you suppose I 
am indelicate enough to want to interrupt your 
love-making? '* 

** Then> if she won't consent, 111 try to force 
her. She will probably scream — " 

" Very likely," said the woman. " However, no 
one win hear her." 

" Then, you rush in, give me the devil, tell me 
Pm no gentleman to treat a young girl so — " 

" Leave it to me," she interrupted, looking at 
him with a curious smile. 

** Drive me from the room," he went on. ** After 
I am gone, you comfort tbe girl — gain her con- 
fidence — offer her a glass of wine to steady her 
nerves — •* 
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Madame TisBot glanced at him in genuine ad- 
miration. " Nom de Dteu! You are a wonder, my 
frieod. Quite a little drama, this, that you have 
arranged. After she drinks the wuie — ** 

** Which she would never do for me," he said. 

" . — in comes old Father La Rue and the thing 
is done.'* 

" Precisely. I take my charming wife on a 
long trip into the country. My automobile will 
be here a little after ten. In the morning she 
awakes to find herself a countess. The matter 
could not be better arranged." 

" Mon Dim! What a pair you are — you and 
your uncle ! " 

" So you understand everythingP " he inquired, 
paying no attention to her remark. 

" Everything.'* 

" Good. Then I had better get out of sight.** 
He glanced toward the door at the rear of the 
room. '* How about my waiting in here? " 

" That would never do. As soon as she saw 
you come out of there she'd know you had been 
listeaiing — she'd suspect me at once. Youll find 
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a little room at the end of the hall," she said, going 
to the door and throwiog it open. " Wait there. 
When I'm r«ady Til call yon. Then she'll think 
you have jurt come in from the street." 

*' All rig^t. TTiat's better." He stepped into 
the hall. " You'd best hurry," she whispered after 
him, " I've told my maid to send the girl up as 
soon as she arrives." He nodded and went along 
the hall, while Madame Tissot closed the door and, 
returning to the table at the center of the room, 
took up the bottle of wine and went to replace it 
in the closet. 

XjA Rue stuck his head through the bedroom 
door which he had pushed partly open. " Is the 
coast clear? " he inquired in a low voice. 

" For the moment — yes," she replied as she 
put the bottle upon a shelf. ** You overheard? " 

** Everything." He came into the room, rub- 
bing his hands together with satisfaction. " If 
you can arrange that confession you spoke of with 
old Patouche, we will squeeze our friend, the 
Count." 

" Squeeze him ! " she cried as she closed the 
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closet door. ** Name of a donkej I We wiU picK 
the old ra«cal to the bone." Had the Count 
IVEste seen the expression that crossed her face 
as she delivered herself of this remark, his opinion 
of her devotion to him and his affairs would have 
suffered a rude awaboiing. 

"Why are you putting away the wine?" La 
Rue asked as she turned from the closet. 

" Better keep it out of sight until I need it,** she 
laughed. " It wouldn't look well — there on the 
table. The young lady mif^t think I was a 
drinking woman.** 

Her eompanion joined in her lauj^ter. ** Hal 
Ha! so she might.** A sudden knocking at the 
door caused him to retreat once again into the 
bedroom. " Well, good luck," he said as he dis- 
appeared from sight. 

Madame Tissot straightened out the folds of 
the silk dressing-gown which she wore, carefully 
put out ol? sight the remains of h^ cigarette, 
smoothed down her hair, assumed an expression of 
angelic resignation, and, going to the door, threw 
it open. A young giri> heavily veiled, stood upon 
(ha landiBi in th* ball. 
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CHAPTER Xm 

THE evening bad been a long and unpleasant 
one to Grace EUicott. She had had a tire- 
gome drive with the Count in the Bois in the late 
afternoon, and after dinner, which she was not 
able to eat on account of her nervouBness, ahe 
went to her room and Bat down to wait until the 
time for her to start to Madame Tissot's. It 
seemed ages before nine o'clock came and Gugine 
informed her tbat the cab she hod ordered was 
waiting at the door. She shrank back in alarm 
as she noted the expression of the driver upon 
hearing the directinu which she gave him. He 
at first raised his e7d}rowB in frank amazement 
and then grinned and winked knowingly. Evi- 
dently the reputation of the Rat's Hole was not 
unknown to him. 

The drive seemed interminably long, but at last 
tbey reached the street which marked the end of 
her journey. She hod told th« driv«r to stop his 
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Teliicle some little distance from the doonraj, and 
here she dismissed him. 

She vas admitted at the street door bj Madame 
Tiasot's servant, Lizette, who told her to go up 
to the landing and knock on the door, ^e as- 
cended the stairs with a growbg terror of unknown 
dangers threatening her. Only the belief that 
Richard Duvall would be at her side, should any- 
thing happen, gave her sufficient courage to knock 
upon the door. 

" Is this Madame Tissot? " she inquired timidlj* 
as the latter threw it open. 

"Yes, dearie. Don't you remember me? I 
nursed jour poor aunt during her last illness.** 
She closed the door and fastened it carefully. 
" Come right in, my child. How like her you arel 
She was so beautiful, so charming 1" She led the 
girl toward the center of the room. " Don't mind 
my poor place. You are most welcome. Yoo see, 
I have so little money that I am forced to live here 
in this bad neighborhood, over a drinking place. 
Such surroundings are terriUe to a refined per- 
son. Alas, it is sad, is it not, to be poorP " 
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■ " Yes," said the girl quite aerioasly. " I know 
what it means." 

'* But jou, my diild, the niece of a millionaire — 
what do you koow of poverty? " 

" The Count is not really my uncle. He hates 
me. I am an orphan, and I really have nothing." 
She looked steadily at the woman and into her face 
there came an expression of surprise. " But sarely 
you must know about my affairs. Your letter 
said — " 

Madame Tissot interrupted her hastily. ** Of 
course, my dear girl. I do know something of 
your affairs, and it is for that reason that I am 
trying to help you. When I heard of your un- 
happy situation I said to myself, this poor child 
is in need of someone to advise — to help her. 
Tliat is why I asked you to come here." She put 
her arm throu^ the girl's and led her toward a 
chair, " But come, let us sit down.^ 

" I am sure it was very kind of you,** said Grace 
as she seated herself to one side of the table. 
" What have you to tell me ? " 

"First, my dear, I wish to speak to you con- 
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eeniitig a most worth; young man, a dear friend 
of mine, Tho loves jou with all his heart." 

" Loves meP ** inquired the girl, half-rising from 
her chair. " Whom do you mean? " 

** Monsieur Emile D'Este.** 

Hie girl turned away coldly, unable to conceal 
the annoyance which the woman's words had caused 
her, "I am afraid you are mistaken," she 
said. 

Madame Tissot raised her hand in protest, and, 
leaning over the table, began to speak in on eager 
and rapid voice. " Indeed, it is you who are mis- 
taken. This unhappy young man loves you de- 
votedly. Many a time he has poured his grief into 
my ears. You see, when he was a child I was his 
nurse — his bonae, therefore he comes to me with 
bis troubles.** 

" I see," remarked the girl quietly, unmoved by 
the other's enthusiasm. 

" He is greatly distressed, because his uncle hai 
tried to force you into a marriage with him. Ha 
Mgrets this ezceedinf^j, and wishes to plead hit 
cause himaalf.** 
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The girl again started to rise. ** Did you lend 
for me to tell me tlusP " she inquired. 

" Wait," said the woman ai she detained Grace 
with a gesture. " Mj dear girl, I am lo much 
older and wiser than you, and I know that this 
young man is truly in lore with you — that he ii 
most unhappy because you persist in repulsing 
him." 

" Nonsense ! " Hie girl openly langhed. 

" Why are you so difficult, so cold? '* inquired 
Madame Tissot, with a frown of annoyance. 
" What I have told you is true. L who know, can 
assure you. And to prove that he is in earnest, 
he proposes to assist you in getting back this 
money which was left to you by your aunt." 

" Then let him do it. After that, it will be time 
enough to talk of love." 

" Alas, no,** said the woman. " Unless you 
agree to marry him at once be can do nothing." 

" Why not? " the girl asked. She did not like 
the turn which the conversation was beginning to 
take, but there seemed nothing for her to do but 
go on with it. 
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" As his wife," she heard Madame l^ssot flay- 
ing, " he can fight for you — for your rights. He 
will have a legal standing. Otherwise, he can do 
nothing — his uncle will prevent him." 

" How does he propose to Help me? " 

" The matter is simple. I have certain infor- 
mation concerning your aunt's will which may be 
of great value to you. I can also produce one of 
the witnesses who signed it. Marry Emile — be- 
come the wife of my dear boy — and I will help 
you. Otherwise — " She shrugged her shoul- 
ders. "You are a stranger — why should I do 
anything for you? " 

" To get your help, then," inquired Grace 
coldly, " I must marry Monsieur Emile P ** 

" Yes. That is the idea, exactly.** The 
woman's face lighted up with satisfaction. She 
believed that her arguments were having as effect. 

Grace got up and began to draw on her 
gloves. " 111 think it over," she said as she 
started toward the door. 

Madame Tissot sprang to her feet and hastDy 
intercepted her. "Wailj a moment, my dear,** 
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she exclaimed. ** I cannot hope to put the matter 
before you as eloquently as the young man him- 
self." She ran to the door and opened it, " Stay 
here, please, and I will send him to you." 

The girl paused, undecided. She had no desire 
for an interview with young IVEste and yet she 
coald not help remembering that Richard Duvall 
had instructed her to hear all that these people 
might have to say. Her first inclination was to 
leave the house at once. She approached the door 
in some doubt as to whether or not she should go. 
As she reached it, it was suddenly pushed open 
from without and young D'Este came quickly into 
the room. She shrank back with a cry, hut imme- 
diately recovered herself. " Mtmsieur IVEste ! " 
she exclaimed coldly, then waited for him to speak. 

He closed the door carefully, looking at her in 
momentary doubt. " Madame Tissot has told 
you what I propose? " he said at length, 

" She says you want to marry me," replied the 
girl in a voice which left no room for doubt as to 
her dislike. " In that case, I understand, you 
propose to help me get my money. Is that it? " 
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"Yes — yes. You will? You know I love 
you.** He vent toward her, an eager expression 
lighting up his face. 

" If you love me, Monsieur, you will help me to 
get my money first. Do you wish to bargain witll 
me — to buy my consent," she said scornfully, 
*• in return for your services? " 

"No — no. You do not understand. My, 
uncle is very rich — very powerfuL If I were to 
try to help you now, he would send me away, he 
would separate us. I do not know what harm he 
might try to do to you, but, as my wife, you will 
be safe. Do you agree?" 

She turned away, luable to hide her annoyance. 
"Impossible!" she exclaimed. 

"Wait. You must not say that. You must 
marry me — at once — to-night." 

"So that's what you got me here for?" she 
cried in an angry voice. " How dare you threaten 
me in this way?" 

*' I tell you, you must." 

" I shall do nothing of the sort." 

The young man's cheeks flushed with anger. 
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"Be careful," he cried. "I mean what I say," 

" You talk like a madman, Monsieur D'Este," 
the girl said as she started toward the door, " I 
think I bad better go at once." 

He stepped between her and the doorway. 
" You cannot go," be said. 

** Monsieur ! " she cried, beginning to feel 
frightened. " Let me pass ! " 

Emile's manner filled her with the gravest alarm. 
She saw that be was quite in earnest in his de- 
termination to prevent her from leaving the room, 
and she wondered whether it would be better for her 
to pretend to humor him, or to cry out and thus 
give the alarm to Duvall who, she had no doubt, 
was somewhere near at hand. As she stood for a 
moment undecided, he came up to her, and seized 
her roughly by the arm. ** You've got to marry 
me," he muttered in a voice which trembled with 
anger. " Will you do as I sayF " He drew her 
roughly toward lum, twisting her arm so that it 
hurt her cru^y. ** No ! " she screamed in great 
pain. ** Help ! Help ! " 

Before he had time to say anything further, 
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the door was thrown violently open and Madame 
Tissot rushed into the room. She stood regard' 
ing them for a moment, then pushed the door to, 
and came forward. Emile released the ^I's arm 
and stepped to one side. ** What is the matter in 
here? " demanded Madame Tissot, as she took 
in the d«>t(iil8 of the scene. ** Ah\ CoehonI 
Brute 1** She nuhed up to Emile and faced him 
angrilj. "How dare jou lay your hand upon 
this girl? She is a guest in my bouse." 

** It's no affair of yours,** began Emile, pre- 
tending great indignation. 

** No affair of mine? You ingrate! You ruf- 
fian ! To treat a lady so, tmder my roof, after 
all I have done for you ! Go 1 Never let me see 
you agun.** 

The young man shrugged his shoulders and 
strode sulUly toward the door. " As you please," 
he said carelessly. ** Good-night." He went out 
into the hall, slamming the door 'nolently after 
him, and left the two women alone. 

Grace turned to Madame Tissot in the greatest 
distress. She had great difficulty in keeping back 
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her tears. " Let me go,** she said, attempting to 
reach the door, lite woman put her arm about 
her, and insisted upon urging her toward a chair. 
" M; poor dear, what a shameful thing ! I 
would not have had it happen for anything in the 
world- Cotoe — sit down. You must recover 
yourself before you think of leavbg." The {prl 
resisted her. " No — no. Let me go," she 
gasped, blb she made an ineffectual attempt to 
leave the room. 

Madune Tissot refused to permit it. ** There, 
there, my child — in a moment. First you must 
collect yourself. You are all upset. The brute ! ** 
She shook her fist at the door. " I shall never 
speak to him again." She turned toward the 
girl and pushed her into a chair. " Come — sit 
down, I insist upon it. Surely you wiU not re- 
fuse to drink a glass of sherry with a lonely old 
woman." As she spoke she stepped quickly to the 
closet and, opening it, took out the bottle of wine 
and two glasses. ** It is all I have to offer you — 
the only hospitality I can afford. You will not 
find the wine bad," she went on as she quickly 
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filled the tvo {passes. ** I am sure it vill make 
jou feel much better. Come, try it." She thnut 
one of the glasses into the girl's unwilling hand 
and raised the other from the table, *' Your good 
health, my dear I " she said, smiling pleasantly. 
*' I have made up my mind to help you in spite of 
the insults to which you have be«i subjected here 
in my house." 

Grace took the glass of vine somewhat unwill- 
ingly, then began to raise it to her lips. After 
all, she felt, the woman was evidently sincere and 
it could do no harm to humor her by accepting 
her hospitality. She was on the point of drink- 
ing the sherry when her attention was suddenly at- 
tracted by a noise at the rear of the room. She 
rose in surprise. Madame Tissot quickly placed 
her glass upon the table and turned with a cry. 
The door at the rear had been noiselessly opened 
and 8 man emerged from tiie darkness and came 
toward them. He wore a long blouse and a 
peaked cap, and his face was heavily bearded. 
He was a stranger to Grace EUicott, but to 
Madame Tissot he was quite well known. " Mon 
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Digit! " she gasped hoarsely, as she made a sudden 
moTement toward her dress. 

Victor Girard stepped up to the table with the 
utmost nnconcem and at once proceeded to knock 
the glass of wine from Grace's hand with a quick 
movement, ** Don't drink that, Mademoiselle," 
he said. " It's drugged." 

" Diablet " The woman drew from her bosom 
a long, thin knife and took a step toward him. 
Before she could raise the weapon he had drawn 
a revolver from the pocket of his blouse and cov- 
ered her with it, "Drop itl" he said, with a 
careless laugh. 

" Norn de Dieuf " She let the knife clatter to the 
floor. "What do you want here? " 

" A few moments' conversation with this young 
lady," he said quietly, as be turned to Grace with 
a smile. ' ' ^ 

Madame Tissot approached him and began to 
speak in a hoarse whisper. *' You fool ! " she 
cried. " This is a big game. You'll get your 
share. Keep ofiF, can't yon ! " 

" Not so fast, my good woman," he rephed, 
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pushing her from him. " I have other fish to 
frj." 

She began to back awaj from him slowly — 
cautiously, moving all the while toward the door 
of the bedroom. "How long have jaa been in 
there ? ** she demanded, pointing toward the door 
through which he bad come. 

"Oh — perhapa half an hour," he said care- 
lesslj. 

"Then you heard — " She paused, aghast. 

" Enou^ to do for you, my friend." 

The woman appeared to be badly frightened. 
" Ijsten to me," she cried excitedly. " You shall 
come in on equal terms.** She thrust her hand 
into her bosom and, taking out a roll of bills, 
counted off several of tbem quickly and held them 
out to him. ** Here is the money — a thousand 
francs. Now go ! " 

Girard looked at her and laughed. *' A thou- 
sand francs 1 My good woman, you amuse me.** 

" Two thousand.*' Again she tore a number 
of bills from the roll, all the while continuing her 
retreat toward the bedroom door. 
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" Save your money for the lawyers," he said 
with a scornful laugh. " You'll need it." 

She had by this time reached the door and, 
thrustjng her hand behind her, grasped the knob 
and threw it open. " La Hue — Help ! Help ! " 
she called loudly. Her confederate rushed in, 
knife in hand. " What's wrongP " he cried, then 
he paused abruptly and looked at the others in 
surprise. 

Girard covered him with the revolver, *'La 
Kue, my friend," he said quietly, " if you value 
your life, go back." The man stared at him stu- 
pidly, fingering his knife as thou^ uncertain 
whether to rush forward or to retreat into the 
bedroom. 

" Kill him, Giaston, kill him! " cried the woman, 
her voice shrill with anger. 

Girard still covered him with the weapon. " La 
Rue, listen to me," he continued in an even voice. 
" I've heard all about Laroche whom yoa mur- 
dered — you and this woman here. I knew about 
the confession you intend to get from Patouche, 
and also what you propose to do here to-ni^t. 
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I've got the drop on you, my friend, so don't make 
any mistakes." 

" Sacri noml " said the man, staggering back 
in amazement. 

*' Call the others," cried Madame Tissot, run- 
ning toward the door which led to the hall, " Gor^ 
ton ! Lizette ! " she screamed in a terrified voice. 

Girard turned to her quicklj. *' Take care, 
Madame," he warned. ** Don't go to that door. 
If you call anyone, you will bitterly regret it. 
At this moment the house is surrounded by the 
police.'* 

" The police ! " Tike woman stopped instantly, 
trembling with fear. " Thai — Diablel You 
are a detective ! " 

" Not at all," he said, laughing. "It is me 
that they are after. You had better do as I tell 
you if you want to save your skins." 

La Rue passed his hand across his forehead in 
terror and turned toward the door of the bedroom. 
"What do you want us to doP" inquired Ma- 
dame Tissot hoarsely as she followed him. 

" Go in there." Girard waved his revolver 
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toward the door. " Don't come out until I call 
you. I must speak witb this lad;." He indi- 
cated Grace, who had all this time been standing 
to one side, watching the scene before her in alarm. 
Madame Tissot and her companion evidently felt 
that the only thing that they could do was to 
obey. They went slowly into the adjoining room. 
On the threshold the woman paused and looked 
back sullenly at Girard. ** If you don't play fair, 
my friend, I'll — " She passed her finger sug- 
gestively across her throat and, entering the bed- 
room, closed the door behind her. 

" All right," he said, then turned toward Grace. 
** Mademoiselle ! " he exclaimed gently, with a re- 
assuring smile. 
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CHAPTER XIV 

VICTOR GIRARD, upon entering the Rat's 
Hole that nigbt, h&i ascen<ied the stairs 
quietlj and gone at once to his room on the third 
floor. Here he did not li^t the lamp, but threw 
open the window, and bj means of the faint night 
light which cane from without proceeded to un- 
fasten the bundle which he had brouf^t to the 
room earlier in tiie day, and take from it a long 
piece of rope. This he fastened to one of the legs 
of the bedstead, and then jammed the latter 
tightly against the rear wall. Having assured 
himself that it was quite secure, he leaned out of 
the window and cautiously inspected the ground 
below. No one was in sight. The men whom 
Duvall had placed on guard were keeping care- 
fully in the shadows and were therefore not visi- 
ble. 

Girard slowly lowered the rope from the win- 
dow« keeping a sharp lookout all the while to see 
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if he wea observed. There wm no souod from 
below, Duvall bad iiutnicted bis men to remain 
quiet, whatever happened, until tbej were sum- 
moned into the house. 

Having carefullj lowered tbe rope, Girard 
crawled cautiously across tbe window eill, end 
lowered himself down, hand over band, until he 
reached tbe window immediatetj below the one 
throu^ which he bad onerged. With infinite pa- 
tience, he managed to secure a foothold upon the 
window sill, and, still holding tightly to tbe rope 
with bis left hand, drew the window quietly open. 
In a moment he bad disappeared into the unligbted 
room. 

The door stood somewhat ajar and he could 
hear sounds in the adjoining apartment. He 
crept carefully toward tbe doorway, and by look- 
ing throu^ the opening saw Madame Tissot en- 
gaged in her manipulations with the bottle of wine. 
In a few moments La Rue came into tbe room, and 
Girard settled himself quietly to listen. Here 
he had remained until the attempt to drug Miss 
EUlicott had occurred, and he had then stepped 
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quietly into the sitting-rooiQ in time to prermt it. 

Grace had, of course, not seen him before and 
at first supposed him to he but another of the 
dangerous occupants of this questionable resort. 
His manner toward Madame Tissot and La Ruci 
however, had indicated clearly that be was on her 
side, and when he turned toward her with a grave 
and reassuring smile she felt at once that, what- 
ever the reason might be, he was her friend. 
" What do you wish? " she inquired limidly. 

** I shall detain you but a moment," said Girard. 
** Last night I took one million francs from the 
house of your uncle, the Count D'Este." 

She gazed at him in wonder. " Then you — 
you were the thief that they were trying to 
catch? ** 

** Yes," he assented. ** Do you know why I 
took the money? " 

** I — I do not quite understand," she said, not 
realizing why he should tell her this. 

** I took it for you," he remarked with a grave 
smUe. 

** For me? Why — I — I am afraid I do not 
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see — ** She paused and looked at him in in- 
creasing surprise. " Why should you have done 
this — for me?" 

" That I cannot tell jou. It is sufficient that 
the money is safe." He thrust his hand into a 
pocket and, drawing out the envelope containing 
the million francs, tiered it to her. '* Here it 
is." 

**But — ought I to take it?" she said hesitat- 
ingly. 

** By all means. Mademoiselle. The money be- 
longs to you. Let me suggest that you place it 
in safety at once." 

She took the envelope from his outstretched 
hand, and looked at it helplessly. *' But — what 
shall I do with it? " she exclaimed, looking about 
the room in sudden fear. " Oh — if Mr. Duvalt 
were only here ! " 

Girard smiled at her kindly. " He will come. 
Mademoiselle. He has traced me here, and I 
should not be surprised to see him enter at any 
moment. When he arrives, I would suggest that 
you place the money in his care." 
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"You know him, then?" inquired the girl in 
surprise. 

" Only that he is trying his best to arrest me," 
said Girard with a quiet laugh. " I knew that I 
must see you — I learned that you were "coming 
here to-night, and therefore I arranged to meet 
you here and turn the money over to you. There 
was no other way. I am ^ad to know that I ar- 
rived in time to save you from — ** He glanced 
down at the floor where lay the broken wine-glass 
which he had knocked from her hand a few mo- 
ments before. 

The girl instinctively followed his glance. 
" God ! '• she exclaimed, shuddering. *' What did 
they intend to do? *• 

" The wine was drugged. That scoundrel, the 
Count's nephew, intended to force you into a mar- 
riage with him. To-morrow you would have 
waked in his rooms." 

" Oh ! " The prl sank into a chair and buried 
her face in her hands. ** How can I ever thank 
you? " 

He came up to her, and placed his hand gently 
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upon her shoulder. " There — there ! " be said. 
•' Don't cry. It's all orer now." 

She rose, dashing the tears from her eyes. Ini 
her sudden realization of tbe danger which she had 
BO narrowly escaped, she had forgotten his situa- 
tion. With the police guarding the house on every; 
side, there seemed no way in which be could possi- 
bly escape. She knew that he had placed himself 
in this position of danger for ber sabe, alone. 
"But — you? What will you do? You say the 
place is surrounded." 

** Yes," he remarked dryly. *' A rat couldn't 
get out of it." 

** Then you will be arrested ! " 

" Very likely." He did not seem to be pai^ 
ticularly concerned. 

" But I can't let you suffer for me," she pro- 
tested. 

" You can't help yourself." 

** I can refuse to accept this money,** she said, 
holding the envelope doubtfully in her hand. 

** What good would that do? It wouldn't help 
me any. They saw me take it. Come — put it 
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awaj," he said, preaBing the envelope into her hand* 
" and say nothing to anyone." 

"But — you — what will you do?" 

" I can look out for myself. I waa employed to 
do the work, and well paid for it. Fm satisfied." 

She put the envdope inside her coat and held 
out her hand to him with a bright smile. ** Then, 
I thank you with all my heart, Monsieur Girard," 
she said, as she began to go toward the door. 
" Good-by." 

Girard took her hand in his for a moment, then 
observed her intention. " I'm afraid you can't 
go yet," he said quickly. 

" But why? " 

'* You forget the detectives. They may break 
in at any moment. It would be useless for you to 
attempt to leave the house at present. Further- 
more, your uncle, the Count, is with them, and I 
have no doubt he is trying his best to think up 
some plausible explanation of your presence here 
to-night. He only learned that I was to be here 
a short time ago, otherwise he would never have 
let you come." 
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^Bot — what shall I say to the Prefect?" 

" Tell him the truth, MadeiDoiselle. I will con- 
firm everything you say." 

" I will. Now I see why Mr. Duvall told me to 
come here to-ni^t. He wanted to catch them — 
MoDsieur D^Este and his nephew." 

" Duvall ia a shrewd fellow," remarked Girard, 
smiling. 

She began to look at him curiously as though 
something in bis Toice, his manner, impressed her. 
"You are not French, Monsieur p" she inquired 
quickly. " Your accent, your voice, is almost lik* 
that of an American." 

He answered her evasively, turning away from 
her as he spoke. " I belong to no country, Ma- 
demoiselle. I am a citizen of the world." He 
went toward the door at the rear as they heard 
someone approaching in the hall. " I think I 
hear that charming young man, Monsieur Emile 
D'Este, approaching. No doubt he wonders at 
Madame Tissot's dday in summoning him. When 
he knocks will you kindly tell him to come in? " 

The girl nodded and almost immediately after- 
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ward ^ere came a rapping apon tlie door. 
•' Come in ! " cried Grace.. 

Eniile stepped quickly into the room and looked 
about him, evidently expecting to find Miss Elli- 
cott unconscious in Madame Tissot's arma. When 
he obserred her standing pale, but detenoioed, in 
the center of the room, he started back in the 
utmost astonishment. He did not for a moment 
glance toward the rear, and hence did not see Vic- 
tor Girard standing in the open doorway. 

"Where is Madame Tissot?** he demanded, 
looking at Grace suspiciously. Then, turning his 
gaze about the room in search of his confederate, 
his eyes fell upon Girard. In the dim light, he 
did not at first recognize the man. " Diable! " fae 
cried, starting back quickly. ** Who is this ? " 

Crdrard drew lus revolver from his pocket, and 
began to toy with it carelessly. " Victor Girard, 
my friend," he remarked agreeably. ** What can 
I do for you?" 

The young man was thoroughly frighten^ 
He passed his hand uncertainly across his fore- 
head, supporting himself meanwhile by means of 
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a diair. " A thousstul pardons," mai on Qirarid 
coolly, " for ao rudely interrupting your vedding.**- 

Bmile began to retreat toward tlie door. ** I 
— I — there is some mistake," he said in a voice 
trembling with fright. 

" Not at all," remarked Girard, laughing. 
" The lady has merely changed her mind." 

Emile had by this time succeeded in reaching 
the door. He threw it open and began to call 
loudly for assistance, " Help! Help! Madame 
■nssot — La Rue!" he cried. He did not yet 
know of the presence of the police without. The 
door of the bedroom was pushed open cautiously, 
and La Rue stuck bis head mto the rooHi. Girard 
waved his revolver quickly, with a threatening 
gesture. **Back!" be said sternly, and the 
Apache withdrew his head immediately and closed 
the door. Almost at once there were sounds of 
a body of men ascending the staircase. Emile re- 
treated into the room in surprise, but Girard's 
next words informed him as to the identity of the 
approaching party. " Ah ! the Prefect and his 
men," said the latter, as he stepped back into the 
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doonray of the rear room and placed his hand 
upon the knob. 

Etnile grasped the situation at once. The Pre- 
fect and his party had not ascended more titan 
half-vay up the stairs, when he turned suddenly 
upon Girard and shouted in a loud voice : " I've 
got you, you thief. You stole this money &om 
my uncle, and now you meet this girl here to turn 
it over to her. Help ! Help ! This way ! ** 

Girard thrust his revolver into his pocket and 
regarded the young man with a cheerful amile. 
" Excellently acted, my friend. You should he 
on the stage." He turned to Grace. " Made- 
moiselle, it is time for me to go. In a few seconds 
the Prefect of Police and Monsieur Duvall will be 
here. I leave yoa in good bands. Adieu I " He 
stepped into the rear room, closing the door be- 
hind him just as the Prefect and his party rushed 
in from the passage. 
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CHAPTER XV 

AS BooD as the Prefect of Police entered the 
room and heard EmQe's statement to the 
effect that Victor Girard was in the room adjoin- 
ing he strode over to the door, and, grasping the 
knob, tried to force it open. It resisted his ef- 
forts, however, and he at once saw that it was 
locked. " Open ! Open in the name of the law," 
be called in a stem voice. There was no response, 
although he repeated his command, meanwhile 
shaking the door violentij. " Be careful. Mon- 
sieur," cried Emile wamingly. ** The fellow is 
armed and dangerous." 

The Prefect turned to one of his men. " Mo- 
reau ! " he exclaimed. ** Quick I An ax ! We 
must break in the door ! " 

The man nodded. ** Very good. Monsieur," he 
said as he quicklj left the room. 

Count I>*Este was overjoyed at the course 

which events had taken. Not only had some nn- 

*3S 
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«zpected circumstance interreDcd to prevent the 
cuTTRig out of his mtenUons towajid Grace, but 
Emile had, to his surprise aud satisfaction, antici- 
pated the Tcr; explanation of the girl's presotce 
which he himself had already suggested to tlie 
Prefect. He felt now that matters were in a fair 
way to terminate to his entire satisfaction. The 
capture ef Girard, at bay in the next rocnn, seemed 
now a matter of moments only. He turned to the 
Prefect, pointing to Grace accusingly. *' There 
' — you see. Did I not tell you that she was here 
to meet that scoundrelP " 

The girl faced him bravely, although the ex- 
citing events of the evening had already been suf- 
ficient to break down her courage and leave her 
weak and trembling. "It isn't true,** she cried, 
with scorn. " This — gentleman — " she pointed 
toward Emile, " got me to come here — " 

Her words were cut short by young CEste, who 
s^ang forward and interposed himself betwem 
her and the Prefect. " She lies," he said. " I 
found out that she was coming to this house to 
meet Girard and I therefore made it a point to 
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be here myself in order to find out vbat she was 
up to. There is no doubt that she came in order 
to get the money from him." 

" You will not believe him, Monsieur,'* cried the 
girl, coming up to Monsieur Lefevre and looking 
up at him with a pitiful expression. " It is not 
true, I assure you, I did not come here to meet 
this man." 

" She did," suddenly cried Madame Tissot, who 
had up to now been standing to one side of the 
room with La Rue, observing carefully the course 
of events. " I saw them meet here — in this 
room." 

The Prefect wheeled suddenly upon her, 
"Who are you?" he demanded. 

"A poor yroman. Monsieur," she cried, cring- 
ing abjectly before him. " Just a poor woman 
who tries to make an honest living hy^ taking in 
lodgers." 

« And the man? " 

" My husband, Monsieor," exclaimed the woman^ 
looking at La Rue with pretended affection. 

The Count began to feel a trifle uneasy. He 
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■was not entirelj sure just what Madame "nssot 
and her accomplice were going to say or do. ** A 
barmless-looking couple," he remarked, adjusting 
his eje-glasses and examining the pair critically. 
" I have no doubt they are telling us the truth." 

Again Grace appealed to the Prefect. ** Mon- 
sieur, you must believe," she cried. " This woman 
is a wicked creature — she decoyed me here, tried 
to drug me — " 

"Oh — the shameless hussy ! *' interrupted Ms- 
dame Tissot in a loud voice. ** How can she say 
such a thing about a respectable woman? As the 
good God is my witness, she came to my house 
asking for this fellow, Grirard." 

" Indeed ! " remarked the Prefect quickly. 
" And what was Girard doing here? " 

" A lodger, Monsieur, on the floor above," cried 
the woman with an air of virtuous resignation. 
" It is the only means I have to make a living. He 
told me this afternoon that a lady would come to 
call upon him this evening and he asked for the 
use of my sitting-room in order that he might re* 
ceive her properly. I told him that he was wel- 
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come to it, and that is eTerjthiDg I know. Mon- 
sieur, everything, on my sacred honor. I had al- 
ready retired to my bedroom vhen all of a sudden 
I heard cries for help, the police arrived. I rushed 
in from my bedroom, crying to my dear husband 
to protect me — " she looked up at the Prefect 
with an air of sincerity, excellently acted — " and 
here I am." 

The words Hied Grace Ellicott with a terrible 
fear. Suppose the Prefect should not believe her 
■tory. Everyone else appeared to be against her, 
and she saw by the expression of Monsieur Le- 
fevre's face that he, too, was rapidly beginning to 
believe that she had come to this place to receive 
from Girard the money which he had indeed given 
her, and which was at that moment reposing in 
an inside pocket of her coat. The case against 
her seemed very strong, and she realized that 
should they search her there would be not the 
slightest doubt of her guilt. There remained only 
Girard to confirm her story as to Madame Tissot's 
attempt to drug her, and, as they would no doubt 
insist upon regarding Girard as her accomplice. 
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the; would not be at all likel; to believe anything 
he might say. Richard DuTall, she suddenly re- 
membered, had known of the plot to decoy her 
to this place and had advised her to come. She 
wondered where he could be, and remembered with 
surprise that he had promised htr to be on hand 
to protect her. She continued her protests to 
the Prefect, assuring him of the truth of her story, 
but she could see that he £d not believe her. 
"None of that, you thief!" cried D*Este, as she 
began to sob hysterically, " Where is the money P 
Did he give it to you? ** He ^^roacbed her and 
grasped her roughly by the arm, but she tore her- 
self free and went heseeehingly up to lUbmsieur 
Lefevre. *' AH I ask is that you will send for 
Mr, Duvall," she cried eagerly. ** He knows "wbj^ 
I came here." 

The Prefect drew out his watch and ccmsulted 
it with a frown, " Strange I ** he muttered to him- 
self. " I wonder where Duvall can be. He was 
to have met us at ten o'clock." 

The Count was thoroughly disgusted. "Du- 
yallt" he cried angrily, "Bah! A stupid pig 
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of an American ! He h&B done nothing so far but 
lose me a million francs." 

** He must be in the bouse," went on the Pre- 
fect, OS bia aBBiBtanl came running into tbe room 
with the ax in bia band. "Moreau, have 70U or 
Vemet seen anything of Monsieur Duvall? " 

" Not since he left ua, over half an hour ago," 
replied one of the men. His companion nodded 
acquiescence. 

Tbe Prefect closed bis watch sharply, and 
placed it in his pocket. ** Very well," he said, 
turning to bis men. " It is ten o'clock, we can 
wait for bim no longer. Break in the door." 

TTie two men advanced toward the door of the 
room and Moreau raised bia ax for tbe purpoee 
of breaking in one of tbe panels. He had not 
yet delivered his blow when the door was suddenly 
opened from within and Richard Duvall stepped 
quietly into the room, closing the door behind 
him. His Panama hat w&s set jauntQy upon his 
bead, and he smoked a cigarette with calm enjoy- 
ment. Then was a moment of silence, during 
which hfc looked about at the surpriaed faces be- 
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fore him with a quizzical smile. " I am afraid 
that I am half a minute late," he said, taking oat 
his watch and consulting it. 

Before he finished speaking, the party in tlie 
room had burst into a chorus of exclamation. To 
Grace his arrival seemed almost providentiaL 
" Mr. Duvall ! " she cried joyfully, then, overcome 
by her sudden relief at his appearance, sank into 
a chair and sobbed quietly. The Count did not 
share her satisfaction. Whenever things seemed 
to be going right with him, this fellow Duvall al- 
ways turned up to upset matters. He ^anced 
toward the door of the room. "Where is 
GirardF " be inquired with a sneer. " I thought 
you were going to arrest him within twenty-four 
hours." 

** I still hav» two hours more. Count,*' mnarked 
Duvall, smiling. 

" But they told me he was in that room," ex- 
claimed the Prefect in astaoishment. 

" He is," Duvall replied. " Tied up as ti^t 
as a drum." He looked back toward the door, 
and laughed. 
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** How did you get him? " the Prefect asked. 

** Oh, I had no trouble at all — in fact it w«a 
as easy as rolling off a log. I followed him to his 
room above and watched. When he climbed down 
a rope to the window of the room in there," he 
nodded over his shoulder, " I climbed after him. 
I saw him come in here, and meet Miss ElUcott. 
When he came baclc I just choked him a bit and 
tied him up — that's all." He smiled upon the 
others as though capturing a desperate criminal 
were a most commonplace affair. 

The Prefect remained for a moment, plunged in 
thought. Suddenly he turned to his assistant. 
" Then, if you were in that room, you must have 
overheard the interview between Girard and this 
yoimg lady." He pointed toward Grace. 

Duvall nodded slowly. " I did," he said. 

" Did Girard say anything to her regarding the 
money which he took from the house of Monsieur 
the Count D'Este? " 

" Yes." Duvall's reply to this question was 
made with the utmost cheerfulness. He seemed 
unconscious of the fact that his testimony was 
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involving the) girl more and more deeply ereiy 
moment. 

" Did he give her the money? " 

" He gave her a package.'* 

"Ha! What did I tell jouP " exclaimed the 
Count fiercely as he vent up to the sobbing girl. 
" My money ! '• 

" Search her ! " The Prefect nodded to Duvall 
who at once vent up to Grace and began speabiDg 
to her in a low voice. " Miss EUicott," he began, 
" forgive me.** 

She rose and turned to him eagerly, evidently 
hoping that, in spite of what he had said, he would 
somehow be able to extricate her from her diffi- 
culties. " Oh, Mr. Duvall," she cried, " they 
are all telling such lies about me I They say I 
came here to meet this man, Girard, but you know 
that it is not true. They tried to drug me — to 
marry me to that — ** She pointed unsteadily 
toward Emile. '* Oh — I can't say what I think 
— it's all so terrible ! '* She put out her hand and 
rested it for a moment upon his arm. ** You 
promised to help me, Mr. Duvall." 
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" I believe all that jou say, Miss Ellicott, and 
I shall help you," he said, looking at her kindly. 
" This woman, I suppose — '* he turned to Ma- 
dame Tissot — "denies what you say?" 

" Yes," the Prefect asserted, before she had an 
opportunity to reply. " And the man as well." 

" A bundle of lies ! '* Madame Tissot sprang 
forward with well-assumed indignation. " The 
wretch is trying to save herself at the expense of 
honest people," 

"And you. Monsieur Emile? What have you 
to say ? " The detective looked at the young man 
with a keen and penetrating glance. 

" The thing is absurd," replied Emile haught- 
ily. " I came here because I was determined to 
find out what this girl was up to. I saw her meet 
Girard here in this room. It was I who drove him 
in there." He pointed to the door at the rear. 

" Indeed ! " Duvall smiled in a way which made 
young CEste feel somehow very uncomfortable. 
** You are becoming quite a detective, Monsieur." 
He turned to Grace. " Miss Ellicott, forpve me, 
but Girard gave you a package." 
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" Oh • — jes — yes ! Here it is." She tore the 
package from her bosom and thrust it into his 
hands, then burst into tears. " Take it — take 
it. You are all against me." 

He took the envelope from her without paying 
the least attention to her reproachful looks or the 
bitterness of her voice. Slipping ofiF the elastic 
hand which held the package together, he opened 
it and glanced hurriedly through the contents. 
" The same," he said, turning to Monsieur Le- 
fevre. 

The Count, seeing the lost money almost within 
his grasp, rushed forward with extended hand. 
** My money," he cried excitedly. *' Give it to 
me." He attempted to take the envelope from 
Duvall, but the latter pushed him off. " Not so 
fast, my friend. We require this as evidence." 
He went up to the Prefect and handed him the 
package, in spite of D'Este's furious protest. 
** Here, Chief," he said quietly, '* you had better 
take care of this," 

The Prefect took the money and placed it care- 
fully in his pocket. *' You are right," he said, 
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then glanced at D*Este. "The money will be 
quite safe in mj hands, Monsieur." 

" Sacri bleat " cried the Count, unable to hide 
his chagrin, " An outrage ! " Leferre paid no 
attention to his complaints, but, turning to one of 
his men, nodded, and then looked toward Grace. 
** Place the girl under arrest," be said, and the 
man moved forward. 

Grace ceased her sobbing and faced Duvall and 
the others with a look of scorn. ** So this is your 
friendship ! " she cried angrily. " I came here be- 
cause you told me to come, and because I trusted 
you." She awaited quietly the approach of the 
man who came toward her with the evident inten- 
tion of placing her under arrest. Before he 
reached her, Duvall raised his hand and, stepping 
between them, spoke to Grace in a low voice. 
" You claim that you did not come here to meet 
Girard. How then does it happen that you were 
found here with himP " 

" He came out of that door," she said, pointing 
toward the room at the rear. 

Duvall turned to the Prefect who was observ- 
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ing him intently. "Ah! then be was concealed 
there, when the woman tried to drug youP " he in- 
quired significantly. 

"Oh — yes — yes — he heard everything." 

** Impossible ! " exclaimed D'Este with a scowl. 

" Not at all. Monsieur." Duvall regarded him 
with the quiet smile so characteristic of his de- 
meanor throughout the entire investigatitm. *' I 
myself saw him descend to that room from the win- 
dow aboTe." 

" He heard everything," went on the girl hur- 
riedly, appreciating that only through the testi- 
mony of Girard could she hope to prove her in- 
nocence. " He said be would confixm it." 

" In that event, Monsieur," said Duvall to his 
superior, " perhaps we had better hear what 
Girard has to say." 

" Bah ! The word of a thief ! Who would be- 
lieve such a fellow? " D'Este, realizing the 
danger of his position* was determined to use 
every means in his power to discredit his niece's 
story. She saw his purpose and did her best to 
meet it. " Oh, Mr. Duvall," she cried, going up 
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to him appealinglj, " help me. I Have no one 
to depend upon but you." 

" Monsieur Duvall, you are rij^t,** said tlte 
Prefect. " We will question Girard." He bega^ 
to speak to his men. "Vemet — Moreau — 
bring out the prisoner." 

They started toward the door, but Duvall at 
once stepped forward and intercepted them. 
" He may prove dangerous, Chief,** he said, draw- 
ing his revolver. " Have your men guard the 
door to the hall. I'll get him." He went to the 
door of the room and pushed it cautiously open. 
Vemet and the other detective had meanwhile gone 
to the doorway leading to the hall and stood in 
front of it, their revolvers ready for instant use. 
Through the open doorway of the rear room, 
MtHiaieur Lefevre and the others could see only 
the faint li^t which came through the window. 
The room itself was shrouded in complete dark- 
ness. Duvall stepped across the threshold. 
" Girard, my man, you're wanted," he said in a 
loud voice, as he disappeared into the shadow. 
*'Let me take that strap off your legs,** they 
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heard him continue, then suddenly he gave a cr; ol 
alarm. *' No, you don't ! Look out there I 
Help! Help!" 

His startled voice caused Irffevre to rush at 
once toward the door. As he approached it 
there were sounds of a short, fierce struggle to- 
gether with the report of a pistol, followed by 
a terrific crash. Entering the room, he saw a 
dark form turn toward him from the window and 
realized as he glanced at the shattered sash that 
either Duvall or the prisoner had been thrown 
through the window. In the obscurity of the 
room he could not tell which one it was, but the 
matter did not remain long in doubt. A beavQy 
built figure dashed past him, only to be seized in 
the doorway by the two men who had rushed for- 
ward from the other door. It was Victor Girard, 
hia face flushed, his hair disordered, his manner 
fierce and threatening. He stood confronting bis 
captors with an ugly scowL The Prefect at once 
went to the broken window and, calling to his men 
on duty below, directed them to make an instant 
examination of the dark waters of the river, be- 
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Death which he firmly believed his asaiatant now 
laj. Then he turned and once more wait into the 
front room. 

"You scoundrel!" he cried, going up to 
Girard, trembling with anger. " What have you 
to say?" The man. faced him stolidly and made 
no reply. "Answer me!" roared the Prefect, 
striking the fellow roughly across the face. 
" You'll go to the guillotine for this." He ordered 
his men to handcufT the prisoner and waited impa- 
tiently for the report from his men below. Bi a 
few moments a gendarme rushed into the room, 
carrying in his hand the Panama hat which 
DuraU had worn. It was dripping with water. 
" Did you find himP " demanded the Prefect 
quickly. 

" Alas, BO," replied the man. 

" You were below? You saw him fall? " 

" Yes, Monsieur. In the darknesS} we could 
not tell who it was. The body sank at once. On 
the surface, we found this." He held up the 
dripping hat. 

Monsieur Lefevrc turned furiously upon the 
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prisoner. " Victor Girard," he cried, in s voice 
trembling with emotion, " I arrest you for the 
murder of my assistant, Richard DuTalll" 
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THE Count D'Este was higUj pleased with 
the outcome of the events of the evening. 
[All the charges made against him and his nephew 
b; Grace Ellicott had fallen flat. The girl's 
Btorj as to her reason for Tieiting the Rat's Hole 
had been thoroughly discredited. Madame Tissot 
had denied it. La Rue had denied it. The ez< 
planattons which he and bis nephew had made to 
the Prefect not only remained uncontradicted, but 
the fact that Girard had met the girl and had 
turned over to her the stolen money, proved con- 
clusively what her purpose had been in visiting 
the lodging-house. 

Upon the arrest of Victor Girard, no charges 
had been preferred against either the Count or 
Emile. The Prefect, in a state of violent anger 
against the prisoner, had ordered him as well as 
Miss Ellicott to be sent at once to the Prefecture 
and placed in close confinement until the follow- 



b,Googlc 



:S44 ONE MILLION FRANCS 

U)S ^&7- Madame Tissot and La Rue also were 
placed under arrest as witnesses, but the Count 
and his nephew were allowed to go free. The 
Prefect evidently regarded the story which Grace 
had told to explain her presence at the Rat's Hole 
as an ingenious fabrication, designed only to hide 
the truth. The murder of Duvall had served to 
assist the Count in his statements. The testi- 
mony of G-irard to the effect that he had 
seen Madame Tissot's attempt to drug the 
girl was believed by no one. Now that the 
money had been recovered and placed in the 
hands of the Prefect, the Count felt sure that in 
due course it would be safely relumed to him. 
As for Grace, if it could be demonstrated that 
she acted as an accomplice of Girard, there was 
little or no doubt that she would be sentenced to 
a term of imprisonment which would effectually 
dispose of all her claims to her fancied inheritance. 
The Count felt entirely certain that Madame Tis- 
sot and La Rue would continue loyal to him. It 
was undoubtedly to their interests to do so, and 
inasmuch as Richard Duvall was no longer in a 
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position to assist Miss Ellicott, the Count felt con- 
fident that his troubles were over end done with. 
It had been with feelings of entire satisfaction, 
therefore, that he returned to his house in the 
Avenue Victor Hugo, accompanied by his nephew. 

The Prefect was deeply affected by the sudd^i 
death of his assistant, and his whole purpose now 
seemed to be to convict Girard of the Iatter*s 
murder. Toward the prisoner he entertained 
feelings of the utmost dislike. Girard had re- 
quested him, upon being removed to the Prefec- 
ture, to grant an interview, but this the Prefect 
had refused to do. He contented himself with 
ordering the arrest of Madame Tissot and the 
man La Rue, in addition to that of Girard and 
Grace Ellicott, and, having done this, he devoted 
his entire attention to the efforts which were being 
made by his men toward recovering the body of 
Duvall. 

Grace Ellicott found herself in a situation 
which required her utmost courage and strength. 
Now that Duvall was no longer able to assist her 
in proving her innocence she felt that she was 
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destined to almost certain conviction and im- 
prisonment. There seemed no va; in which she 
could hope to conviDce her captors of the truth 
of her statements. She entered the cell at the 
Prefecture, therefore, in a state of great desola- 
tion. Her acceptance of the money which Girard 
had stolen from the Count seemed complete proof 
of her guilt, and inasmuch as the reasons for her 
yisit to Madame Tissot could he confirmed only 
by DuTall, she abandoned all hope of ever estab- 
lishing her innocence. Added to the horror on 
account of her arrest was the desolation which 
she felt because of Richard Duvall's sudden death. 
During the past two days she had come to think 
very deeply of the detective and had realized that 
to him her heart could go out in love and trust 
as to no other man that she had met in the whole 
course of her life. Her sulFeTings were there- 
fore doubly intense ; she had not only lost the help 
of a dear friend, but had also seen pass from her 
life the one man that, she realized, she could care 
for. Her night at the Prefecture was one of 
horror. Sleep was impossible. She lay upon her 
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pallet bed, her mind torn by a thousand fears 
for the future. Li a few short hours she had not 
only lost her inheritance and her liberty, but also 
the love which had only just begun to bud m her 
heart. 

Madame Tissot and La Rue regarded their ar- 
rest quite calmly. They knew that by sticking 
to the story which they had told they would avoid 
any trouble as far as their own part in the events 
of the evening was concerned. To turn upon the 
Count would, under the circumstances, not benefit 
them in the leasi. They hod a wholesome fear 
of his anger, and were determined to stand by 
him to the utmost, as long as by doing so they 
were cabled to save their own skins. 

The Prefect, after sending his prisoners to the 
Frefecture, remamed at the house, in the Rue 
L'Hirondelle, determined to make every effort 
toward the recovery of the body of his assistant. 
Men were set to work at once, dragging the river 
in the hope that Duvall's remains might be re- 
covered, but although their efforts were continued 
throughout the night, no trace was had of the 
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murdered man. It wan three o'clock in the morn- 
ing when Monsieur Lefevre at last returned to 
his home, and threw himself wearily upon his bed. 
He had become genuinely fond of the young 
American detective during the six or eight months 
of their association) and in spite of his satisfac- 
tion at the arrest of Girard he felt that in ac- 
complishing it at the cost of the life of Richard 
Duvall he had paid too high a price. 

Emile, who had somewhat recovered from his 
fright, went back with his uncle to the latter's 
house, highly pleased that he had not been obliged 
to join the ranks of the benedicts. The two went 
into the dining-room and in spite of the lateness 
of the hour the Count ordered hia butler to bring 
them cigars and a bottle of brandy. Over these 
they sat down to discuss the events of the even- 
ing. 

" I cannot help feeling glad," said Emile, ** that 
the plans for my marriage were not carried out.** 

The Count looked at him with an expression 
of annoyance, '* Emile,'* he said, ** you are a 
great burden to me. I have done everything in 
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my power to help you, but from now on I think 
I shall leave you to your own resources," 

Emile regarded his uncle in diBmay. " My own 
resources?" he exclaimed nervously. " Mon 
Dieul You know that I haven't any." 

" Do you expect me to support you in idle- 
ness? " inquired the Count. 

" I do not know what I can do to make a liv- 
ing," replied the young man. 

The Count sipped his brandy with an amused 
smile. *' I thought that you would he of use to 
me in this matter," he remarked slowly, " but, now 
that the young lady is likely to spend several 
years in prison, I do not beUeve that you can." 

Emile rose and began to walk up and down the 
room in a state of great agitation. " I was ready 
to marry her," he said. " That ought to be 
worth something." 

** You are too late, my dear nephew," said the 
Count pleasantly. " As matters have turned out, 
I do not see that I have any use for you what- 
ever." 

" You had better wait until after the hearing 
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before the Prefect to-morrow moming," replied 
the young man. " If I should tdl the truth it 
would moke things very unpleasant for you." 

The Count appeared to be distinctly disturbed. 
" You could not do that," he said angrily. 

" Why couldn't I? If yoa want my help, there 
is no reason why you should not pay for it. Un- 
less you agree to double my present allowance, I 
shall tell the Prefect the truth." 

Afonsieur D'Kste rose and, coming over to his 
nephew, placed a hand upon his shoulder. 
" Young man," he said sternly, " you are making 
a great mistake. If you attempt in any way to 
come to the assistance of my niece, I shall be 
obliged to blame the enUre matter upon you. 
Please remember that I decline to accept any 
responsibility whatever, as far as your visit to 
the house of Madame Tissot last ni^t is con- 
cerned. I know nothing about it. You said you 
went there in order to find out why Miss Ellicott 
had left this bouse. If that was not your reason 
-^if you went there with any other purpose in 
yiew — the responsibility for your action must 
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rest upon your own head. I decline to have any- 
thing to do with the matter in any way.*' 

Emile began to realize suddenly that his uncle 
bad him in his power. " What do you want me 
to say P " he inquired anxiously. 

*' Stick to your original story. Tell the Pre- 
fect that yoa went to Madame Tissot'a house only 
because you understood that my niece also was 
going there. The girl is helpless. I am de- 
lighted that matters have so turned out that we 
can get her out of the way bo easily." 

** And have I got to go along upon the misera- 
ble allowance which you have been making me up 
to now?" inquired Emile with an expression of 
great dissatisfaction. 

" Young man," said the Count, ** I am inclined 
to be generous. If you will help me to get rid 
of this girl, I will increase your allowance fifty 
francs per week. What more could you ask? '* 

Emile turned to his uncle with an air of satis- 
faction. " Very well,** he said promptly. " Fm 
with you. After all, that is a whole lot better 
than being married to a woman who faatea you." 
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He drank bis glass of brandj, then, taking up his 
hat, went toward the door. " Grood-night, Un- 
cle, " be said with a pleased smile. " I^ see yaa 
in the morning." 

Victor Girard entered his cell at the Prefecture 
with a smite which did not indicate an; great fear 
OD his part as to the outcome of the bearing 
which was to take place the nest morning. The 
refusal of the Prefect to accord him an interview 
immediately seemed to affect him keenly, but there 
was nothing that be could do to change Mon- 
sieur Lefevre's decision and he thereupon threw 
himself upon the cot in bis cell and at once fell 
into a deep and undisturbed sleep. The chief 
figure in the events of the past forty-eight hours, 
the man who bad stolen one million francs from 
the Count D'Este and who bad subsequently been 
accused of the murder of Richard Duvall, be 
seemed to be no more concerned as to bis fate than 
if he had been arrested upon the most trivial 
charge. 

Two miles away, at Charenton, Vemet and his 
men were still busily engaged in dragging the 
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bottom of the Seine, but their eflForte were un- 
availJDg. Not only had Richard Duvall been 
cruelly murdered, but even his body seemed to 
have passed beyond hope of recovery. Hie rising 
moon shone softly upon the unruffled surface of 
the river, telling no tales of the tragedies which 
lay beneath. 
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THE Prefect of Police amved at his office 
the next monung somewhat later than was 
bis usual habit. He had spent a sleej^ess ni^t, 
pondering upon the strange events of the evening 
before and it was only toward dawn that he fell 
into a fitful sleep. On arriving at his desk, he 
disposed of the routine matters which came before 
him and then, ringing a bell, summoned Vernet to 
his presence. 

" You rang, Monsieurf " inquired the latter as 
he came into the room. 

" Yes, Vernet. Is there any news of Monsieur 
Duvall?" 

" None, Monsieur. Tliej are still drag^g 
the river.** 

" Then, of course, the bodj has not yet been re- 
covered? " 

" Not yet, Monsieur.** 

" Has Monsieur the Count D*E8te arrived? ** 
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" Yes, Monsieur. He and his nephew are wait- 
iag outside." 

" And the woman, Tissot, and La RueP " 

" They also are waiting, Monsieur." 

*' Have you the prisoners ready? " 

** Yes, Monsieur, they are in the anteroom.** 

" Bring them in.** 

Vemet came up to his superior hesitatingly. 
** lliis man, Victor Girard,** he said, " insists that 
he be allowed to speak to you alone." 

"What does he want?** asked the Prefect, 
with a look of annoyance. 

" I do not know. He claims to have some news 
about Monsieur Dava]]." 

"IhiTall?" Monsieur Lefevre was greatly sur- 
prised. '* Very well. Bring him in." 

" Alone, Monsieur? " 

** Yes." The Prefect opened a drawer of his 
desk and drew out a revolver. " I shall be pre- 
pared," he said as he placed the weapon before 
him. " Rnnain just outside the door so that you 
can enter quickly in case it is necessary." 

The man left the room at once and in a few 
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moments returned, accompanied by Girard. The 
Prefect looked up from his desk as the latter ap- 
proached him. " Ah," he said deliberately, ey- 
ing the prisoner with no friendly glance. *' So 
it is you? What do you want? " 

** To speak with you alone, Monsieur." 
Lefevre looked at his assistant and nodded. 
" You can wait outside, Vemet," he said quietly, 
as he watched the man leave the room and close 
the door behind him. "Well, Girard," he said 
slowly, turning to the prisoner. " What can I 
do for youP '* 

" I have news of Monsieur Duvall," began the 

"What news?" 

" He is alive." 

Tie Prefect sprang from his chair, and, coming 
around to the front of his desk, faced Girard with 
an incredulous expression. "Alive?" he cried 
excitedly. " How do you know that? " He went 
up to the prisoner scarcely able to control his 
impatience. "Is what you say true? Speak!" 

Girard gazed at him for a moment in Qilence^ 
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** Yes, Monsieur, Richard Duvall is not only 
alive, but he will appear in this room within half 
an hour." 

** How am I to know that what you say is 
true? " 

Girard shrugged his shoulders. *' You will 
bnow it. Monsieur the Prefect, when Duvall 
comes." 

" You speak very positively, my friend. In 
what way did you come by this information? *' 

" That I cannot tell you — now," replied Girard 
quietly. " But in a short time you will under- 
stand everything." 

The Prefect began to walk up and down the 
room, his head bent, in deep thought. Clearly 
Girard was in earnest in his statements, yet how 
could it be possible for him to have such definite 
knowledge of DuvalPs safety, when he had been 
closely confined ever since the latter's disappear- 
ance? Was it possible that any secret under- 
standing could exist between *his assistant and 
this man, who even thou^ he did not prove to be 
a murderer was still to the Prefect's own knowl- 
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edge a thief. " Tou admit that you stole the one 
million francs?" he suddenly inquired. 

"Tes, Monsieur. The money belonged to 
Miss EUicott and it was for that reason that I 
returned it to her last ni^t. She was entirely 
free front any guilt in the matter. I took the 
money without her knowledge.** 

" You are a very great philanthropist, it seems," 
said the Prefect with a short laugK " Is it your 
habit to go about conducting blackmailing schemes 
for the benefit of young women whom you do not 
kaowP " 

" No, Monsieur, if is not. In this case> how- 
ever, I felt that my actions were entirely justified. 
The Count D'Este had defrauded his niece of the 
money and I undertook to get it back for her.'* 

*' You mean to say tJioi that Monsieur the 
Count is guilty?" 

*'Yes, Monsieur. He is one of the greatest 
scoundrels in Paris.** 

*' It will require more than your words, my 
man, to make me believe that," said the Pre- 
fect, wheeling suddenly upon him and frowning. 
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** Monsieur D'Este is a gentlenum of the highest 
standing &ad it is not likely that his reputation 
vill be affected by the words ot a self-confessed 
thief." 

Again Girard shru^ed his BhoolderB. ** If 
you do not believe trhat I say, Mcmsieur, no doubt 
you will attach more importance to the words of 
your assistant, Mr. Duvall." 

" You thiulc, then, that, provided he is still alive, 
he will bear out what you say F " 

" I am convinced of it, Monsieur.** 

The Prefect returned to his desk in a state of 
considerable doubt. Girard spoke as thou^ he 
meant every word that he uttered and yet the 
whole story seemed on the face of it absurd. He 
determined to proceed with the examination, and, 
with this in view, placed his hand upcm the elec- 
tric bell CHI his desk. He was about to ring it 
when Girard took a step forward and raised his 
hand. " One thing more. Monsieur the Prefect," 
he exclaimed suddenly. 

"Well, what is it?" Tlie Prefect paused. 

Girard glanced toward the door in the wall 



b,Googlc 



260 ONE MILLION FRANCS 

behind Monsieur Lefevre*8 desk. " May I aik, 
Monsieur,** he said, ** where that door leads iof " 

The Prefect was uoaUe to restrain his surprise 
at this most unusual question, and he glanced at 
Girard with ill-concealed suspicim. *' To my pri- 
vate offiee," lie rqilied. 

Girard gave an exclamation of satisfaction. 
" After you have concluded your examination of 
me. Monsieur," he said earnestly, ** will you be bo 
good a8 to have me taken into that room? " 

" What for? " the Prefect's tone was not en- 
couraging. 

" Believe me, Monsieur, I have a most ^^cellent 
reason for my request. I will, of course, be in 
the custody of one of your men. Under the 
circumstances I shall be quite harmless." He 
laughed carelessly, and the Prefect could not help 
a feeling of wonder that a man of so pleasant and 
agreeable a personality should be fotmd among 
the ranks of criminals. " Very wdl," be said, 
apparently much mysUfied ; ** although I con- 
fess I do not quite see the reason for your re- 
quest" 
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" I am sure yoa will do so later,** said GirarcL 

The Prefect proceeded to ring the beU. " Bring 
in the other prisoner and the witnesses," he said 
to the man who came to the door. 

" You have the millioii francs. Monsieur? '' in- 
quire Girard suddenly. 

" Certainly." The Prefect was clearly an- 
noyed at the prisoner's impertinence. " It is 
locked safely away, my man, where joa wiU not 
be able to get at it," 

" I have no desire to do so, Monsieur. 'AH I 
wish is that the money should be turned over to 
Miss Ellicott" 

"That is quite impossible, as you verj well 
know," remarked the Prefect gravely. " Of 
course, should the young lady's claims to the 
money be proven — ** 

*' They will be proven, Monsieur. Her uncle 
has robbed her. You will see clearly enou^ in 
a few momoits." 

There was a knock upon the door and a mo- 
ment later it was opened by Vemet who ushered 
in .the Count IKEste and his nephew, followed hy, 
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Madame TiBsot and La Rue. Immediately be- 
hind them came Grace Ellicott in charge of a 
gendarme. She was much distressed, and her 
pale cheeks and heavy eyes proclaimed clearly 
that she had spent a sleepless night. The Pre- 
fect was greatly touched at the sight. What 
Girard had told bim had made him think that 
peibape there was something after all in the story 
which she bad told in explanation of her Tisit to 
Madame Tissot's bouse. He acknowledged the 
greetings of the Count and his nephew pleasantly 
without in any way allowing them to perceive the 
change which bad begun to take place in his feel- 
ings since hearing Girard's story. He went up 
to Grace. " My dear Miss Ellicott," he said, 
" you must not be frightened. No one is going 
to suffer here who is not guilty." He led her to 
a chair at tbe rear of bis desk, where be placed 
her gallantly, then seated himself in bis accus- 
t<»ned place, 

Madame IHssot did not appear to be at all 
downcast as the result of her nj^t in jaiL 
" Cheer up, mon ami," she said to La Rue, who 
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stood near her, a moat dismal ezpressioii upon hia 
face. " All will Boan be over." 

" JHablel " The man shuffled uneasily from 
one foot to the other, and glanced at the Prefect, 
as thou^ with a presentiment of impending dis- 
aster. " I don't like it." 

"Sflence!" The Prefect rapped sharply on 
the desk, then turned at once to Grace. " Miss 
Ellicott," he said kindly, " when the unfortunate 
occurrence to Monsieur Duvall interrupted us last 
night you had called upon this man Girard — "he 
pointed to the prisoner — ** to confirm your story 
as to how you came to be at the house of Madams 
•Hssot." 

" Yes," said the girl, raising her head, " he 
knows why.** 

The Prefect turned to Girard. "Speak," he 
said. 

"What is it yon wish to know?" said Girard 
slowly. 

** Why did you go to the Rat Hole last nightP " 

** To save this young lady from that rascal ! " 
He pointed to Eitaile. 
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The latter jumped up excitedly. "Am I then 
to be insulted P ** he demanded, 

" Calm yourself, Monsieur," the Prefect said, 
ordering the young man to sit down. " Explain, 
Girard," he irent on to the prisoner. 

" The Count IVEste had stolen from this girl 
property left her by her aunt, to the valae of 
over one million francs — " 

" A lie ! " cried the Count, springing to his feet 

" Gentlemen — gentlemen, let the priatmer pro- 
ceed," ordered the Prefect in a stem voice. 

" The girl knew this," went on Girard. ** The 
Count feared that she would make trouble and 
proposed to keep her quiet by marrying her to his 
nephew. She refused to consent to this, where- 
upon he arranged with this woman — " he pointed 
to Madame Tissot — " to have the girl come to 
her place and there drug her, and perform a mar- 
riage ceremony." 

"Norn dg Dieuf Wha£ a lie!" proteased the 
woman, approaching Girard and shaking her 
finger in his face. The Prefect rose from his 
chair and again demanded silence. " Let there 
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be no further interference with the esamiaatioD 
of the prisoner," he said in a voice which Ehowed 
that he intended to be obeyed. '* Continue, 
Girard," he went on, nodding to the man under 
examination. 

" I was in the nest room. I came from the 
floor above. I heard everything arranged. I 
saw thifi woman drug the wine, and also saw her 
attempt to induce Miss EUicott to drink it. X 
came out just in time to stop her." 

"Is this story true. Mademoiselle?" inquired 
the Prefect, turning to Grace. 

" Yes," she said ; " every word of it." 

" Lies — nothing but lies ! " exclaimed D^Este, 
rapidly losing his temper, " Would you take the 
word of these thieves P Don't forget that they 
robbed me of my money." 

" You admit that you stole one million francs 
from this gentleman," said the Prefect, pointing 
to D'Este, " night before last? " 

« Yes." 

" And gave it to this girl P " 

" Yes." 
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"Ha!" exclaimed the Count, bepnmng to feel 
encoaraged. " You see ! " 

" Why did you take this money? '* 

"Because it belonged to the giii. Her uncle 
had stolen it from her.** 

" What have you to say to that, Monsieur? ** 
the Prefect demanding, turning to lyEste. 

" That it is all a damnable lie, of course," said 
the angry nobleman. 

" Have you anything further to say, Made- 
moiselle,** inquired Lefevre, turning again to 
Grace. 

She looked at him helple^^Iy, *' What more can 
I say, Monsieur? I have told you the truth. 
This man Girard has told you the truth." 

" Have you no one, Miss Ellicott, to confirm 
what you say, except this prisoner — your ac- 
complice? ** 

" No one,'* she half-sobbed, *' except — exc^t 
Mr. Duvall." 

" Huh ! A dead man ! " exclaimed the Count 
with B. scornful lau^, in which Madame Tiasot 
joined. 
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The Prefect again called sharply for silence, 
then turned to Girard. *' Victor Girard," he said 
steadily, " I hereby order you held for the theft 
of one million francs from the house of Monsieur 
the Count D'Este, and also for the murder of my 
assistant, Richard Duvall. Are you guiltyP " 

" I have nothing to say,** replied Girard. 

" Vemet, remove the prisoner," said the Pre- 
fect, nodding to his assistant. " This way — into 
my private room," bi a moment the two had 
passed into the adjoining room and the door had 
closed behind them. 
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THE Count D'Esie rose from his chair with 
a 81^ of relief and, grasping Emile's arm, 
made ready to take liis departure. ETerything 
had gone as he had hoped. Girard wa« safely out 
of the way, Richard Duvall would in all likelihood 
never be heard from again, his money wag safe in 
the hands of the police and his niece was likely to 
spend the next several years in a French prison. 
He smiled, and, drawing his cigar-case from his 
pocket, approached Monsieur Lefevre with the in- 
tention of bidding him good-morning. 

Ilie Prefect sat at his desk undecided as to 
what should be his next move. Girard's stoiy had 
made a strong impresaim on him, and he more 
than half-beliered the Count to be guilty of not 
only the plot against Grace's liberty at Madame 
Tissot's the ni^t before, but also of some ir^ 
regularity, to say the least, in his treatment of 
her in the matter of her inheritance. How to 
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bring these facts home to tiie nobleman, however, 
should the latter in reality be guilty, he did not 
for the momnit clearly see. Li the absence of 
any further evidence there seoned notlung to do 
but to order Miss Ellicott's arrest for complicity 
in the theft of the million francs ; jet he hesitated 
to do this in the face of Girard's positive state- 
ments that Duvall would appear at the office 
ivithin a short time. Should his presence, and 
the evidence which he might be prepared to give, 
incriminate I>*Este in any way, it was highly im- 
portant that the latter should not be allowed to 
leave the room, at least until all probability of 
Duvall*s return had passed. 

He raised his head as D'Este came toward him, 
cigar-case in hand. "I presume you have no 
further need of my ne^Aew and myself here, Mon- 
sieur Lefevre,** the Count said with his most in- 
gratiating smile. 

" W«t,'» said the Prefect coldly, then turned 
to Madame Tissot and La Rue. " You also re- 
main here for the present. I am not yet through 
with you." 
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" But," protested the Count in undisguiBed an- 
nojance, " I have an important ragagement." 

** I am sorry, Monsieur, but it will be neces- 
sary for you to remain." He turned to Grace. 
" You say. Mademoiselle, that Monsieur Duvall 
could confirm all you have said as to the evoita 
of last ereningp ** 

" Yes, Monsieur. He knew why I went there, 
as I hare already told you." 

The Count forced a Iau{^ "Hal Ha! Vei7 
ingenious." 

" He, also, was concealed in the bedroom, aa 
you heard him say last night. He overheard this 
woman — "she indicated Madame IHssot — ^"of- 
fer Girard a thousand francs — two thousand — 
to keep quiet and say nothing of the plot against 
me." 

" Mon Digttf This is infamous! " 'the woman 
glared at Grace, ready to rush at her in her rage. 
The Prefect made a signal to Moreau who grasped 
the angry woman by the ann. Then, turning to 
Grace, he again spoke. ** And bU this Mr. DutbH 
could testify to? " 
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" Yes," she answered, unable to choke back her 
sobs, " if he were only alive." 

The knowledge that he was not evidently af- 
forded D'Este the liveliest satisfaction. " Du- 
vall? That's good," he jeered. " Do you expect 
a dead man to testify for you? " 

" Why not, Count P " remarked a quiet voice 
from the rear of the room. D'Este and the others 
turned in surprise, to see Richard Duvall stand- 
ing in the doorway leading to the Prefect's pri- 
vate office. This sudden appearance of a man 
whom they had supposed to be dead threw the oc- 
cupants of the room into something approaching 
a panic. La Rue fell on his knees with a scream 
of fear. " JintI " he cried, then began mut- 
tering incoherently to himself, Madame Tissot 
shrank back against the wall, gazing in terror at 
the newcomer. " Mon Dieul " she gasped faintly, 
" Mon Dieu! " then stood silent. The Count ut- 
tered an angry oath. He was under no misap- 
prehension as to the fiesh-and>blood reality of the 
man who stood before him. The knowledge that 
Richard Duvall was alive and no doubt prepared 
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to give damaging testimon; was respotuible 
for D'Este's alarm. Emile said nothing, but 
stood with chattering teeth) gazing at his uncle. 
Grace rose from her chair, a joyful smile upon 
her face. She had been hoping against hope ever 
since the night before that Duvall would in some 
way come to her assistance at the last moment. 
"Oh — Mr. Duvall ! " she cried, holding out her 
arms to him. 

" Good-moming, everybody,** said the detective 
easily, then turned to the Prefect. " Good-mom- 
ing, Monsieur. Quite a little surprise, eh? " 

Lefevre looked at bim in astonishmait, then 
rushed over and grasped him gladly by the hand. 
•* Duvall,'* he cried, " this is a miracle ! " 

" Not at all," remarked the assistant with a 
lan^ ** You forget that I am a good swimmer." 
Hie Prefect glanced for a miHnent toward the 
door of the private office, then smiled quietly to 
himself. Evidently, Girard had had something 
to do with this sudden reappearance of his assist* 
ant. " You are just in time to testify in behalf 
of this young lady." 
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" That's what I am here for," said Duvall, look- 
ing affectionately at Grace. 

" She declares that jou know why she went to 
Madame Tissot's," went on the Prefect. 

" I do. The woman sent for her, at Monsieur 
D'Este's request." 

" I'll not stay here another moment," roared the 
Count furiously as he went toward the door. 

The Prefect raised his hand. " Moreau — leC 
no one leave the room ! " In response to his signal 
the assistant stepped quietly in front of the door- 
way. 

" So, you, also," cried Madame Tissot, her face 
darkening with anger, ** are trying to ruin the 
reputation of an honest woman." She seized the 
trembling La Rue by the arm and jerked him un- 
ceremoniously to his feet. " Get up, you fool ! " 

Duvall wheeled upon her suddenly. ** Madame 
Tissot, I wish to ask you a question." 

"Why not?" she inquired with a show of 
bravado. " You have a voice." 

" And you, also, La Rue," went on the detective 
with growing sternness. Th« Apache quailed bp- 
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fore him. "I — I don't wish to talk to you," be 
muttered in a frightened way. 

" On the night of August sixth last, you and 
a man by the name of Laroche — ** 

" Laroche 1 " cried Madame Tissot, starting 
back in fright. The Count, also, seemed startled 
at the mention of this name. La Rue at onoe 
began to protest violently. ** It's a lie ! " he 
screamed. 

" You and a man named Laroche," went on the 
detective relentlessly, " were summoned to the 
house of the Count D*Este to witness a win made 
by his dying wife." 

"No — no. It isn't true," cried the fellow, 
squirming imder the detective's gaze. Madame 
Tissot continued to cry out, filling the room with 
her noisy protests. 

** Be quiet 1 " ordered the Prefect sternly. 
" Proceed, Monsieur Duvall." 

The latter was quite oblivious to the interrup- 
tion. He pointed his finger accusingly at the 
groveling Apache. *' You were paid by the Count 
D'Este to deny that such a will had ever been 
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nade. Three mcmths later you and Laroclie 
quarreled. You stabbed him, while this woman 
held his arms. Then ;ou threw him into the 
Seine.** 

Madame 'Hssot struggled vainl; to break away 
from the restraining arms of the gendarme. 
" Nom de Dieu! " she screamed. " ni tear out 
your lying tongue!** La Rue assumed an air 
of dogged resistance. " It isn*t true, as God is 
my witness ! " 

The detective's next words left them both pale 
and trembling. "Laroche is not dead," he said 
sternly. " He was rescued from the river and still 
lives,*' 

Madame Tissot staggered back and turned to 
her accomplice. Her excitement caused her to 
forget the caution which up to now bad been so 
large a part of her attitude. " You fool ! " she 
muttered in a rage. '* Did I not tell you that you 
did not strike deep enough? *' The Apache pud 
no attention to her ; in his sudden fear, it is proba- 
ble that he did not even hear her. " Have merc^ 
— have mercy I ** he cried, sinking to bis knees 
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and raising his hands toward Duvall. " I wiH 
confess everything." 

The Count uttered a cry of protest. " Mon- 
sieur," he ^claimed, addressing the Prefeot, ** I 
swear to you that this is on infamous lie.'* Le- 
fevre waived him aside. " Is viiu.t Monsieur Du- 
vall says true? " he asked La Rue. 

" I did not mean to strike him,** groaned the 
man. " It was an accident.'* 

" Are yoo ready to tell the truth now? " de- 
manded the Prefect, turning to Madame Tissot 

" If you accuse me, I will kiU youi" cried the 
Count, shaking his fist in the woman's face. His 
threat, however, apparently produced an effect 
the opposite of that which he had ^^>ected. She 
began to laugh hysterically. "So! You threaten 
me, eh? Name of a dog!" She turned to the 
Prefect. " Yes, I will tell the truth. That white- 
haired old scoundrel — " she thrust her face furi- 
ously into that of the Count — " poisoned his 
wife, destroyed the will she made, bribed me and 
my man to kill the other witness, and would have 
deprived hu niece of the money which wiw left to 
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her, and married her off to his nepliew if thia 
gentleman — " she pointed to Duvall — " had not 
interfered." She tried her heat to get at D'Este, 
screaming meanwhile with hysterical anger. " If 
I have to go to the guillotine, jou shall go, toc% 
you dog. Let me get at him! Let me get at 
him ! " In spite of her struggles she was quickly 
handcuffed, as wag also La Rue, and the two were 
at once upon the Prefect's orders hurried from the 
room. D'Este began to speak, but the Prefect 
cut him short. ** Moreau, arrest these mm ! " be 
cried, pointing to the Count and Emile. In a fei^ 
moments they, also, were dragged out in spite of 
their protests. Grace hurried up to Duvall and 
extended her hands to him. She was greatly un- 
nerved by the scene through which she had just 
passed, and it was with some difficulty that he was 
able to calm her. " Never mind, little girl," he 
said kindly, taking her hands in his, " It's all 
over now." He looked toward Monsieur Lefevre 
who was observing the scene with twinkling eye. 
"There is no further charge against Miss EUi- 
cott. Monsieur, I trustP " 
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" None," replied the Prefect with a snule, " pro- 
vided I am assured that Girard, in his attempt to 
steal from the Count the one million francs, did 
so without this lady's knowledge." 

" I, Monsieur, can assure jou of that,** said the 
detective. 

The Prefect became suddenly grave. "No 
doubt, Monsieur DuTall, your interest in this 
young lady's welfare — "he smiled with peculiar 
significance — "is such as to lead you to believe 
the truth of what you say. The facts, however, 
are that Miss Ellicott met GHrard and received the 
stolen money from him. The circumstances to 
my mind require some further explanation. I 
should like to ask this man CKrard a few more 
questions.** 

Duvall turned to his superior with a lauj^ 
" Very well, Chief," he said, " fire away." 

" What do you mean? " The Prefect gazed at 
him in surprise. 

" Just what I say. It's simple enough. Fm 
Girard!** 
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RICEIARD DUVALL'S announcement thai 
he and Victor Girard were one and the 
same was of so Btartling a nature that Monsieur 
Lefevre sank back into his chair with a gasp of in- 
credulity. Grace Gllicott also seemed unable for 
the moment to grasp the full significance of hia 
statement. They both stared at him in growing 
wonder as he went toward the door of the prirate 
office, entered it, and almost immediately returned, 
carrying in one hand a wig to which was attached 
a false mustache and beard, and in the other a 
Uae workman's blouse. He threw the objects 
ui>on a chair and looked at tiiem smilingly. 
" That's all that's left of our poor friend Girard,'* 
he said. ** No doubt, Chief, you will feel it your 
duty at once to place me under arrest for so 
cruelly doing away with him.'* 

Monsieur Lefevre was forced to lau^ He 
rose from his seat and, coming over, began to in- 
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Bpect the articles whidi Dnvall had broo^t in. 
*' It hardly seems possible," he remarked, looking 
questioniDg'ly at his assistant. Miss Ellicott 
seemed to share his feelings. Without replying, 
Duvall took up the wig and adjusted it and the 
beard to his face, slipped on the blouse, arranged 
a neck-cloth, and turned to his astimisbed compan- 
ions. The disguise vaa perfect. Even his supe- 
rior, well versed as he was in the art of disguises, 
started back with an exclamation. " Wonderful,** 
he cried; "absolutely wonderful! But why did 
you not explain everything last ni^tP ** 

Duvall became suddenly serious. " To tell you 
the truth,** he said earnestly, " I did not care 
to. I cannot afford to let anyone but yourself 
and Miss Ellicott know that Victor Giraid uid 
Richard Duvall are one and the same person. 
They are two separate characters and they must 
remain separate, if I am to go on with my work. 
I cannot afford to give away my methods to such 
people as Madame T^ssot and her gang. They 
must suppose that Victor Girard has been sent 
away upon a long term of impris(mment. You 



b,Googlc 



ONE MILLION FRANCS 281 

will remember, Monsieur the Prefect, that after I 
was brought here last night I tried very hard to 
get an interview with ;ou, but ;ou refused to see 
me. Had jon done so, I should have explained 
matters then in order to save Miss Ellicott from 
the distressing experience of spending the night as 
a prisoner. I deeply regret that she was obliged 
to do so, but it was unaToidable. The method 
which I adopted was the only one by which I could 
secure the necessary evidence against the Count 
D'Este." He turned to Grace and looked at her 
with an apologetic smile. " You will forgive me, 
I hope. Miss Ellicott," he said, and flushed eli^tlj 
at the sincerity and warmth of her reply. ** You 
have saved me from I do not know what suffering 
and misery,** she exclaimed earnestly, " and I shall 
thank you for it as long as I live." 

The Prefect did not seem fully to share the 
girl's feelings. After all, it was still a fact that 
a member of his department, and, in fact, one of 
his most trusted subordinates, had undertaken to 
play the part of a thief and in that capacity had 
actually stolen a large sum of money. " So you 
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vere the one who took the million francs?" he 
asked with a somewhat grave face. 

** I was. I fully realize the position in which 
I am placed bj my actions, but it was the only 
way in which I could get the money. Over six 
months ago, Miss Ellicott wrote to certain relfr- 
tives of hers in America, explaining to them the 
situation in which she was placed, and the injustice 
which was being done to her by her uncle. It so 
happened that they brought the case to me, and 
I determined, without communicating with her in 
any way or letting her know of my intention, to 
come to Paris and see what I could do toward 
assisting her. I soon found that the Count had 
so arranged matters that it would be practically 
impossible for her legally to establish any claim 
to the inheritance which had been left to her by 
her aunt. I^Este had not only destroyed all 
traces of the wQl, but had bo cleverly manipulated 
his wife's affairs during her illness that her prop- 
erty at the time of her death had been oitirely 
converted into either cash or negotiable securities. 
It thus appeared that she died leaving little or no 
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property whatever, and the Count stoutly main- 
tained that she had lost it jurior to her death in 
unfortunate speculations. Thus Miss Ellicott 
could neither establish any daim under the sup- 
posed win, nor could she demand a shore of her 
aunt's property as a legal heir. She was helpless. 
Under these circumstances I decided that the only; 
way in which I could assist her was by becoming » 
thief." 

" Most irregular," growled the Prefect, en- 
deavoring to hide the satisfacticm which he really 
felt. 

** No doubt, Chief, but effective. I could not 
have got the money in any other way. Had 
IVEste suspected for a moment my intentions he 
would have so disposed of his property that I 
could have done nothing. On my way from New 
York to Paris, I learned of the several bla^mail- 
ing outrages which had caused so much annoyance 
to you and your department during recent months. 
It at once occurred to me that by posing as a 
criminal of this nature I mi^ be aUe to frights 
the Count into giving up the money, but I realized 
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that anj such attempt vould be extremely dan- 
gerous -and almost certain to aid in failure on 
account of the activities of your department. I 
therefore conceived the plan of going to yon and 
requesting you to assign me to a position upon 
your force, representing to you that I was engaged 
in the pursuit of certain blackmailers who had 
fled to Paris from New York. Thanks to the 
letters which I had brought with me, and to your 
kindness, I was able to secure such a position. 
My object, of course, was to endeavor to have 
placed in my bands any operations which you 
mi^t undertake against the persons who wer« 
threatening Monsieur D'Este. You will at once 
see that I was thus placed in the unusual position 
of being both the crimmal and the detecl^ve who 
was attempting to run him down." The Prefect 
gave a low whistle. " ParbUu! Never have I 
beard of anything more ingenious. In other 
words, Monsieur Duvall, you were supposed to be 
making every effort to arrest yourself." He be- 
gan to laugh heartily in spite of his annoyance 
at the deception which Duvall had practiced upon 
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him. " Well," he said, still chuckling, " go on 
with your story." 

" My first attempt was naturally to make a 
demand upon the Count for the money. Miss 
Ellicott hod written to her relatives that ihe 
amount left her by her aunt was two hundred 
thousand dollars, I knew, when I wrote the let- 
ters to lyEste requesting the money, that he 
would not, of course, give it to me ; what I hoped 
to do was to irritate him to such a point that he 
would call upon the police for assistance. It was 
over a month before he became sufficiently ex- 
asperated to do this. I, of course, learned of 
Ms every more throu^ a young woman, the maid 
GabrieUe, whom I had introduced into his house 
as a servant. I dealt with this woman, however, 
only as Girard — she did not know me as Duvall, 
hence in order to get her assistance in the latter 
capacity I was obliged to terrify her by inform- 
ing her that I knew all about her connection with 
Girard.- 

" I learned from her the morning of my first 
visit to the Count D*Este's house that the latter 
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had detcniiiiMd to call id Uu pcdioe mxA I a.t one* 
went to him aa Girard and ttdd him, a« jou know, 
to place the money in the library that ni^t, in- 
forming him that I would come for it. In spite 
of my threats, I felt enre that he would not do 
as I asked unless he were urged to do so by the 
police and this, aa you will remember, was ii4iat I 
recommended." 

" But," sfud the Prefect, evidently much mysti- 
fted, " you left tlie house as Girard and almost im- 
mediately returned and jomed us in the library 
as DuraU. How did you accomplish this? " 

** Simply enough. I walked mto the hall as 
Girard, after I had locked you and the Count in 
the library and passed into the vestibule at the 
front door. As I did so, I ronoved the long over- 
coat which I wore and hung it with a number 
of other coats upon a rack near the entrance. It 
remained there during your search of the house, 
quite unnoticed. My soft black hat I had thnut 
into one of its pockets. As soon as I got into 
the vestibule I removed my wig and beard, placed 
diem in a pocket of my coat and tocA: oat the 
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Panama hat in which I immediately reappeared aa 
DuvaU. This Panama hat is a very fine one, and 
80 thin and pliable that it may easily be passed 
through a finger ring. I was sorry to be obliged 
to sacrifice it last night," said Girard, laughing, 
** and I trust that your men recovered it." 

" It was the only vestige of you that we were 
able to find," remarked the Prefect, smiling. Tlie 
humor of the whole affair was beginning to get tiie 
better of him. ** Vemet has the hat in safe-keep- 
ing downstairs." 

" Good ! " Duvatl went on with his story. " As 
soon as you had been released from the library 
by the Count's butler and had entered the ball, I 
pounded on the windows of the front door and you 
will remember you admitted me at once. Nat- 
oraUy your men on guard at the door saw no one 
leave the house, and it is equally apparent to you 
why your subsequent search was without result. 
When I left the house later that morning, I re- 
moved the overcoat from the haU and carried it 
away with me unobserved." 

** I see," remarked the Prefect slowly, rubbing 
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the side of hia oose. " And how did yoa manage 
to make away with the one million francs?" 

" Tliat was equal); simple," said DutbII. 
" When I entered the garden that night on my 
waj to the library, I carried with me a small 
bundle. After I had placed the men on guard 
in the garden, I entered the window of the library, 
and, opening the bundle, took out the same over- 
coat and hat and placed them in the recess of the 
window just behind the curtain. The wig and 
other portions of my disguise I had in my pockets. 
I then came into the room as DuralL I realized 
that in order to carry out my plan it would be 
necessary for me to have the room momentarily 
thrown into darkness. For this reason I inaisted 
upon having the maid, Gabrielle, in the room. I 
had prenously written her instructions regarding 
turning out the lights upon a piece of paper and 
banded them to her. All this time she supposed 
me to be a member of the police, and doubtless 
would have refused to carry out my orders had 
■be not thought that she saw in them a means 
whereby Girard would have an opportunity to ef- 
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feet his escape. 'As sood as I had stationed mj- 
self behind the cartain, and the lights had been 
turned off with the exception of the single one 
over the desk, I put on the overcoat, adjusted 
my neck-doth, beard and vig, drew on my sloudi 
hat, and vas ready to simply walk around the 
rear of the curtain and appear in front of the 
window as Victor Girard. How I secured the 
money is of course weU known to yoo. The 
method of my escape was as follows: Instantly 
upon the room being plunged into darkness, I 
sprang to the curtain at the left of the window, 
throwing my coat and bat to the floor as I did so. 
Once behind the curtain I tore off the wig and 
beard, thrust them into my pocket, drew my re- 
volver, and at once appeared in the open window 
as Duvall, This operation required but a few 
seconds. I appeared in front of the window al- 
most as soon as you gave the alarm and before 
the li^ts bad been thrown on. As soon as the 
room became light you were astounded to find 
that Girard had disappeared. The men stationed 
in the garden naturally did not see Girard leave 
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the room by way of the window, sinee, u yoa ooir 
know, he did not leave it at all." 

"Astounding!" muttered the Prefect to him- 
■elf, looking at DuvaJl with admiration. ** I am 
glad, Monsieur, that there are no other Victor 
CKrards in the dtj of Paris, otherwise X am afraid 
m; department would have a hard time of it. 
And how did you manage last night? ** 

** Oh, that was easy. I made it a point to leave 
in the pocket of the coat which I threw off on the 
night the money was stolen a piece of paper con- 
taining the address of Madame Tissot, You will 
remember that I afterward showed this paper to 
you, and used it as a means of convincing you 
that Girard had taken lodging at the Rat's Hole. 
I had only just learned of the plot whidi the 
Count D*Effte had devised, to marry his niece to 
young Emile. Had he not planned this, I should 
simply have handed the million francs to Miss 
EUicott the next day and suggested to her that 
she return to America at once. If I had done 
so, Monsieur, you would have never known who 
it was that was responsible for the theft of the 
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tOM miUion francs. Victor Girard would ha.vt 
diBsppeared forever and the mystery would haTe 
Temamed unexplained. As soon, however, as I 
learned of the Count's plot I determined to take 
the necessary steps to bring him to justice. I 
had also promised you that I would within twenty- 
four hours both arrest Girard and hand to you the 
stolen money. I felt that I should by all means 
carry out my promise to yoQ- I proceeded, 
therefore, the next morning to the Rat's Hole 
and engaged a room there. I took to Madame 
Tissot letters purporting to be from Michaud, a 
noted forger in Brussels, who was captured there 
last week, and with whose record I was familiar. 
His capture has been kept a secret and the woman 
evidently did not know of it. My letter of recom- 
mendation secured me the confidence of the woman 
and the room which I desired. Tlie rest, you 
know, I hid in the room bdow, interrupted the 
drugging of Miss Ellioott and returned again to 
the room where you and your men broke in. 
Here, I threw off my disguise and in a few mo* 
moits reappeared as Duvall, Upon my seoond 
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entrmnce to the room, I again changed my dis- 
guise under cover of the darkness and of iiie 
struggle which I pretended to be having with 
Girard. A few moments later I had thrown my- 
self into the river,** He grinned in bojish de- 
light. 

"And what did jou reallj throw?" inquired 
the Prefect. 

" A water pitcher," lauded Duvall, " with an 
old piece of bed clothing wrapped around it. In 
the darkness I have no doubt it looked very much 
like the figure of a man. It probably went to 
the bottom like a stone," 

The Prefect rose in his chair and, coining ap to 
Girard, placed his hand upon his shoulder. " I 
sui^Mse I ought to be very angry with you, Du- 
vall," he said, "but when I remember that you 
have done all this for the sake of your fair 
countrywoman here — "he bowed gallantly to 
Grace — "I suppose I most for^ve you. You 
must pmnise m^ howev^, to remain in Paris xat- 
til the trial of Monsieur D*Eate and tiie others 
takes place. We shall need you as a witness, and 
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I am afraid that we shall also need Victor Girard." 
" I have not a doubt of it, Monsieur^ and thai 
is one of the reasons why I did not wish these 
people to penetrate the secret of my disguise. I 
promise you that I will remain in Paris, not only 
for the purpose of assisting in the prosecution 
of Monsieur D^ste, but also to talce such steps 
as may be necessary to enable thia young 
lady — "he turned toward Grace — "to recover 
her fortune. I realize that althou^ the one mil- 
lion francs is safely in your hands, it will require 
legal action before it can be turned oyer to AOss 
EUicott." 

" You are right, Monsieur,** sud the Prefect, 
and turned to Grace with a mischievous smQe. 
" Permit me to suggest to you, Miss EUicott, that 
after your fortune has been returned to you, I 
know of no one better fitted to take care of it 
than a certain Mr. Richard Duvall." He winked 
broadly at his assistant and went back onoe more 
to his desk. "I have no doubt, Modemoisdle, 
that you are greatly fatigu«d as a result of your 
unfortunate e^Kricncss of the past twenty-four 
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houn. I tlioald adviBc 7011 to retura home at 
once, and on the m; to stop in at the Caf£ Rojole 
and have some breakfast I am sure that Mr. 
Duvall win be ready to accompany yon if I order 
him to do so. I can spare him here for the balance 
of the day, and no doubt yon wouM be glad to 
talk over with him your phuu for the future. 
Nov, that the Coont is under arrest, I presume 
that you iriU no longer care to remain in his 
hooae.** 

*'bu)eed, I shall not,** exclaimed Grace, then 
looked at DuvalL **If Mr. Durall is not too 
busy, I should be glad to have him acccunpany me. 
I am very much of a stranger here in Paris, al- 
though I have lived here for nearly a year." 

** I shall be only too happy to go,** asserted 
DuTall with an earnestness which made the Pre- 
fect smUe, " Go ahead, my fjiildren,** he said, ey- 
ing them in a pleased way. ** They say the cook- 
ing at the Caf£ Royide is excellent. If yon have 
not already tried it, I should strongly recom- 
mend to yon to do so.** He lau^wd jovially as 
Miu Ellieott and Duvall passed out of the oflEce, 
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and continued to lau^ for some little time after 
tbej had disappeared into the hall. After all. 
Monsieur Elaenne LefeTre, Prefeci of Police, was 
not without a keen sense of humor. 
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CHAPTER XX 

IT was dose to oine o'clock that evening when 
Ridiard Duvall and Grace EUicott finished 
their dinner at a restaurtmt in the BonleTard St. 
Midiel am) strolled toward the gardens of the 
Luxembourg. After leaving the (Mce of Mon- 
sieur Leferre the; had stopped at a littie cafi 
on the Avenue de L'Opera for a hasty breakfast. 
The Prefect's suggestion that they should visit 
the Caf£ Bxiyale had not appealed greatly to either 
of them. Grace was far too upset to take any 
interest in the delights of the cooking of this 
famous restaurant, and Richard Duvall remained 
sDent and engrossed in his thoughts. The man 
had devoted his life so strictly to the pursuit <^ 
his profession that matters of sentiment had en- 
tered into it hardly at alL He had been left at 
an early age without either father or mother and 
had found in his chosen work sufficient interest to 
occupy all of his time. 
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Nov that the final break had occoired beCveen 
Gtace and her uncle it was neoessary that she 
should find some place in Paris where she could 
live until the time came for her return to America, 
and her unf amiliarity with the city made it neces- 
sary for Duvall to take charge of her affairs and 
solve the problems which confronted her. 

He went back with her after breakfast to tha 
house in the Avenue Victor Hugo uid waited while 
she completed the packing of her few belon^ngs. 
The housekeeper, Madame Chiche, had evidently 
not been informed as yet of the Count's arrest, 
but she interposed no obstacles to Grace's leanng 
the house. She was a woman whose sole object 
in life was to get through it with the least trouble 
possible to herself. She had never liked Grace 
and it was clear that she felt a secret delight in her 
departure. 

They started out in a cab, with the girl's trunk 
up(Hi the seat beside the driver, and went to a 
pention in the Rue Lubeck, the address of which 
Duvall had secured from the Prefect shortly after 
his arrival in Paris. 
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Here the girl was able to secure accommoda- 
tions and DuTall presently left her, with the 
promise that he would return in the late after- 
noon to take her to dinner. 

He spent most of the intervening time ia stroll* 
ing about the city. For the first time in lus lifct 
he realized that he was in lore. There was some* 
thing about this ^rl iriiich appealed to him more 
strongly than had been the case with any woman 
that he had met. It was not only her helpless 
condition, but it seemed that from the very first 
moment of his meeting with her she had meant 
to him something in the way of companionship 
which no other woman had meant up to this time. 
Try as he would he could not drive her from his 
thoughts. It seemed almost as though life would 
be purposeless, in the future, without Grace Elli- 
cott to share it with him. Yet there was the for- 
tune which she would in all probability shortly 
succeed in securing, to stand between them. For a 
moment he almost regretted that he had been aUe 
to assist her in its recovery. His profession 
yielded him an income ample for all his needs. 
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He recoOed at the thought of proposing a mai^ 
riage to a vtHnan who tras in a certain seaae, an 
heiresB. Yet even this fact could not in any way 
change his feelings toward her. He made op hii 
mind that when Grace ElUcott returned to 
America it should be as his wife, whether or not 
she were able to prove her claims to the inherit- 
ance whidi had been left her by her aont. 

Their dinner, at a caf£ famous in the Latin 
Quarter for its exceptional cooking and excellent 
wines, was an unusually quiet affair. Grace 
seemed depressed as a result of the trying events 
of the past few days and Duvall, although de- 
lighted by her presence, was unable to infuse into 
the conversation anything of deeper importanm 
than a discussion of the girl's immediate future. 
It seemed probable that she would be obliged to 
remain in Paris for several months without com- 
panions or friends at the little peiukm in the Rue 
Lubeck. The prospect seemed far from agreea- 
ble. Hiey planned to meet frequently for break- 
fast or dinner, but the prospect of gazing into 
each other's eyes across a restaurant table fell 



b,Googlc 



SOO ONE MILLION FRANCS 

far short of Batisfjing tbem vlieii all tbe time 
ibey were lon^g to be in eadi other's amui. 
Both felt glad when thdr meal was over. The 
Luxembourg gardens near by offered a pleasant 
relief from the cit; street on this warm May 
evening, Tinj strolled along through the quiet 
streets and in a short time had found a hospita- 
ble bench beneath the trees and sat down to enjoy 
the beauty of the evening. 

" Before long," said Dnvall, when they had 
seated themsdves, " you will be retoming to 
America. It will be very lonely without you.** 

"But you will be going, too?** said Grace 
eagerly. "After my affairs have been settled, 
will there be anything further to keep you here? " 

'* No. I, also, shall be going back. But it may 
take several months and all that time you will 
be alone, except when I can see you.** 

" Yes," she said quietly; ** I shall be very mudi 
alone. There is no one in Paris who means any- 
thing to me, except yourself.** 

He leaned forward and gazed inquiringly into 
her face. The intensity of his glance made her 
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turn away. " I hope we shall see each other very 
often," she said. 

Duvall reached over and took her hand. " Why 
should we not see each other always f " 

She allowed him to hold her hand in his, happy 
at the thouf^t that he wished to do so. "I — I 
should be very glad," she said heaitatin^y. 

Duvall raised her hand and pressed it to his 
lips. " There is only one way," he said softly. 

The tone of his voice, the expression of his face 
thrilled her. " Tou mean — i" she began, then 
hesitated, wondering what he would think of her. 

" I mean that I love you," he cried earnestly^ 
drawing her toward him. " I want you to be mjj 
wife." 

She trembled at his words and swayed gli^tly 
toward him. "Oh, Mr. Duvall!" she cried and 
looked at him timidly. AD her life she had hoped 
some day to win the love of a man whom she could 
honor and respect. Such a man Hichard Duvall 
seoned to her to be. His sincere and earnest: 
manner, his undoubted kindness toward herself, a 
giii friendless and alone in this great city, had 
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ai^aled to her. After all, she was very much 
of a chOcL She trusted him and admired him 
intcDsely; it would have caused her untold grief 
had she thought that a time would come when she 
would not see him again. 

" I love you," he said, leaning toward her ten- 
derly. " Do you care for me at all? ** 

Tlere seemed to her nothing that she could say 
in answer to his question which would adequately 
express her feelings. She threw out her arms and 
almost instinctively they went about his neck. 
" Oh, Richard ! " she whispered, and held up her 
face to his. He threw his arms about her and 
kissed her waiting lips. "Grace, my darling!** 
he murmured and held her close to him for a long 
time. 

The occasiooal passers-by in the garden smiled 
to themselves at the sight of the couple upon the 
bench, but Paris is lenient to lovers and the two 
sitting in the shadow were oblivious to the outside 
world. ITjey had many things to say to each 
other of int«%st to themselves alone. It was 
nearly midni^t before they wMit in search of a 
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cab and Duvall rode back with Grace to her lodg- 
ings. 

Tbere waa litUe for Richard DuTall to do in 
the Teeks viach intervened uatQ the date set for 
the trial of the Count D'Este and his confederates, 
and the two young persona speat their time in en- 
joying together the delights of Paris. 

The Prefect was overjoyed to hear of their 
engagement and both felt that tus congratulation* 
were heartfelt. He had become genuinely fond 
of his young assistant, and often a:preBsed regret 
at the latter*s determination to return to Amoica 
upon the comfdetlon of the trial, but Duvall was 
firm and resisted idl of his persuasions. 

It was some three months before the Count was 
brou^t to trial, and in the interval he had, in his 
remorse, confessed everything. As a result he was 
sentenced to a long term of imprisonment, to- 
gether with Madame Tissot and La Rue, and, the 
fraud upon his niece having been clearly shown by 
the confession, the Prefect was authorized to turn 
over to Miss ElHcott the money in bis possession. 

Duvall and Grace EUicott bad arranged to be 
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married upon the Monday following t£e tenmna- 
tioB of the triaL lliroagh the kind offices of 
Monsieur I^eferre the necessary license had been 
secured. Duvall had hunted up an artist friend 
who was studying in Paris, to act as his best nuuii 
and, in the absence of any relatives> Monsieur 
Lefevre had most {^adly and gallantly Tolunteerect 
to give away the bride. Hie ceremony was to 
take place at the office of the Maire, at hi£^ 
noon, and Duvall had arranged to stop for the 
Prefect at his office on their way to the Hotd de 
VSU. 

All venf as merrily as tUe proverbial wedding; 
bell. Grace, in a dainty traveling suit of browd 
which matched the golden li^ts in her hair, met 
Richard at the pennon with many blushes, entered 
the waiting taxicab, and soon the two were b^g 
rapidly driven toward the Prefecture. 

liliey! spolu but little on the way ; the great hap- 
piness which had come to them left them sOenf 
and wondering. Richard held her hand. Ilie^ 
were entering upon a journey which botli hoped 
and believed would not end this side of the grave. 
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She vas glad of his hand. It made her feel that 
he would never leave h^ again. 

The Perfect joined the little party in high good 
humor, and in a short time the; reached the office 
of the Maire, The ceremony was very brief. Al- 
most before they realized it, Richard Duvall and 
Grace Ellicott had been pronounced man and wife, 
and were hurrying to the waiting tazicab, en route 
to the restaurant where Monsieur Lefevre had in- 
sisted upon arranging an elaborate wedding break- 
fast. Here let us leave them, a merry party, the 
merriest of which was Monsieur Lefevre, as he 
raised his glass and proposed a toast to the bride. 



JF yoa have eitjoyeJ reading this atory IK auggeil thai 

you read "^jke loory Snuff {Qox" hy the tame 

euthoT. In it yoa will renew your aajuatntance with 
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TF you have enjoyed mdine "One Mil- 
lion Francs" and you are a lover of 
detective stories, we recommend 
"THE GREEN GOD" 

By Fkedbric Arnold Kummer 
Says tfae^ Rochester Feit Exprtsi : 
"The Bolution of the mytterr ii ttntallxmgljr 
baffling. The writer diaplayt tu inffenuitr worthr 
of Poe and far more tubtle than that of Conui 
Dojle, the creator of Sberkick Holraet." 
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